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PBEFAOE. 



The present, like its companion volume, " The Book 
of Modem Songs," will, it is hoped, be equally 
useful to the Vocalist as it will be acceptable to the 
admirers of Lyric Poetry. It has been the aim of 
the Editor to admit nothing into its pages that the 
most rigid moralist could object to, and at the same 
time to include as many Songs as have become 
deservedly popular as the space at his disposal would 
permit. The two volumes contain nearly Eight 
Hundred Songs— an offering at the shrine of Apollo 
that the most zealous of his devotees must consider 
sufficiently ample ; still, should the hopes of Editor 
and Publishers be fulfOled, the reader may expect to 
meet them again with a further instahnent towards 
the publication of a complete Library of British 
Song. 

NoTTiKG Hill, Dec, 1857. 



CONTENTS. 



uxLs. vimiinaB* vim 

Xifii Is likt a Summer Morning J^flny* 1 

'>9|^viiig Blossoms DuffmmdOt^^... 2 

Bummer Roses DMo 2 

Antaunn Fruits Ditto 3 

"Winteor BrergreeBB Ditto „ 4 

•ongof BlaiMhe A^n J^Jfrtjft ^ ^.. 6 

'Blow liMk, blow low ForioM ..;.... ^.. 6 

I am a friMT of Orders Orey Ditto 6 

.<0oiV of the Zephyr J^t^trm 7 

wis, ChUdren, and Friends fTAkmrnmo ^ Ok 8 

Vuder the If istletoe Bough 3*. JSTeUeway 8 

When Bibo thought fit Vwnam* 9 



X usie hath a Mi^c ^jf*nF ^ 

Vom Moody Vonom* 10 

mwarDaysand happy Nights Jefirjf ...^. 11 

^VhefVmgDutehmaa AdMtm^ tmd Co, 12 

mw Bay of Biscay Vmrtto m „ 13 

•€k> I lovely Bose Addimm •nd Co, 14 

"The Wolf FarioM 16 

/tisaspeU CmmmbM 16 



XoYUg andlLiking JL.dooko ^. 16 

Vhe old Mill Stream A u d di ao m mmi Co, 17 

Autumn Leaves lie strewed around Cramor amd Co, 18 

Dear Summer M<»ii J^^Wyt 18 

ne World is a Fairy Bing Z, T. rmdmy .,. 19 

*Tis not fine Feathers make fine Birds... J. WilHamo 20 

*»!» Music of the MiU B.WUUtmo 21 

Shece'saPathbytheBiver AUer^ 22 

tPheBain R.CodfMdCo, 23 

Zdsty dearest, list OtamortmdCo... 23 

^nowly and softly Music should flow 8. Browor 24 

The If ^Lodies or many Lands C.J^^rtft S6 

Merry row the Bonnie Bark Om^^hM 26 

«o, ask the Boses B, OodnaMAQfk. •» 

Ocular Demonstration Dujf ojadCo TDl 

OhI Nannie, wilt thou go withme ? Varww% 

An! I Aireari for Falsehood framed. ... 1^**» ..^i***"^***** 



VI CONTENTS. 

fins. vmussiB. tkom 

I hare waited for thy coming Leader and Co,.,, 80 

FhyUis is my only Joy Additon and Co, 80 

Under the Snow J". WUUamt 81 

The Blossom on the Bhuskthom Jefferyt 81 

There was a Jolly Millw Addi$on and Co, 83 

Believe it * DUlo 83 

Ck>anty Guy Variou* 83 

The Lyric of Love 84 

Do I u>rget thee 85 

My own Fireside 87 

Song of the Last 7ieaf 88 

The GKpsy Tent Addi$on and Co, 89 

The Grecian Daughter DUlo 40 

The old Mariner DiUo 40 

The Betum of the Admiral Ditto 41 

The Curfew Bell Coek$ and Co, ,„ 43 

Jeanette and Jeannot J^erjfi 44 

rdbeaOip^ Addigon and Co, 45 

Happy as*a King , Duff and Co 45 

The Holly Branch T.E.Furday .„ 46 

Sigh no more. Ladies D'Almaine 4" Co, 47 

Bnghtly Smile and sweetly Sing Cocki and' Co* ... 47 

The Meeting of Spring and Summer ... J«^«ry« 48 

Drink to me only , Variotu 40 

Be watchful and beware Jefferyi 49 

When loveW Wonuui Varioui 60 

Up in the Morning Jefferjfi 60 

The Bose upon my Balcony Leader and Co,.., 61 

When we two parted Varioue 63 

Yisionsof happy Days T.HoUowajf 63 

Oh 1 speak to her in kindness Jefferye 68 

The Ploughshare of Old England Z.T. Fwrdaji ... 64 

The Ice— the Ice CramerandCo, 65 

KingDeath Ditto 68 

The Brown Jug Varioue 67 

Under the WaS&ut-tree Chappell 67 

MyboyTammie Campbell 68 

Dear (Mid Mother England Jeffetye 69 

DameDurden Varioue 80 

I still loye thee Chappell 63 

I'll sing sweet Songs to thee Duffand Co 63 

The Grasp of Friendship's Hand B.WiUiame 63 

OhI ye Tears— ohi ye Tears Cocke and Co, ... 64 

Hymn to the Night DUto 66 

There is Something ye may do 66 

The Blind Boy's been at Flay 67 

I would not forget 68 

They say I'm old 6f 

jyiJutakaown thou covldat have died. Varioue • f 



COHTJUITS. tU 

nni. WBumB. vass 

TIm Old ud New Year ». Oa««raMr Cb... 70 

The Winter Tree DmftmdCo 71 

TheLttk J.WUliams 7» 

fiallj in oar AUer Varioma 74 

VUg of Britannia £. T. Pmrdug .., 75 

I lore to f<dlow the Honey- Bee Coek$ aitd Co. ... 76 

The Winda whistle cold J/Almaims 4r Co- 77 

The Home of the Heart 78 

li there a Heart ZyAlwutiiu 4" Co* 78 

Bear and Forbear B. WilUamt 79 

Drown it in the Bowl ITAlmaino^ Co, 80 

Don't aay one Thins and mean another £. T. Purdojf ... 80 

The Barring o' the Door Campbell 81 

Tka Whispered Word 8. Brewer 82 

Tooth's Krst Leeaon Campbell 83 

Wisdom, Beaaty. Lore, and Hope B. WiUiame 84 

The Pea8antr]jr of England Z. T. Pmrde^ ... 84 

The Uriit Guitar LeoniLee 86 

The Welsh Harper Bt Almaine ^ Co, 86 

Thine Image I can ne'er forget J, WiUiawu 87 

Thoa art lorelier than the Coming Cntmer and Co... 87 

Tellme my Heart B^Almaine 4r Co, 88 

Ikrre, but I mns'n't say who 8. Brewer 88 

Xittj of Coleraine Varioue 89 

Oh 1 Marian the Merry DUto 89 

Ooyforeetme Cramer and Co. 90 

flhodld he upbraid B^ Almaine J^ Co, 91 

Queen of the May Lonedale 91 

Tubal Cain C.Jeferge 94 

The l^Uaee Blacksmith Addieon and Co. 96 

Kathleen Mavoumeen B^Almaine 4/" Co. VJ 

!ne old Soldier's Daughter Addieon and Co, 9S 

I lore a dear old Country Face B. WUliamt 98 

Alice Gray J. WiUiaimt 99 

To the West Ckappell 100 

The Old Clock on the Stairs Cramer and Co. 101 

Tsvenoe's Farewell Ditto 102 

Why chime the Bells so merrily? Burdajt 103 

I kyre my little Native Isle Jt. CoA$ and Co. 104 

The Worth of Time 8. Brewer 106 

The Bridal Bing B^Almaine H^ Co, 106 

Broebiorl Varioue 106 

The Irish Emigrant Ckappell 107 

The British Anchor Cramer and Co... 109 

I dreamt that I dwelt in Marble Halls... Ckappell 110 

My Ancestors were Englishmen Duff and Co Ill 

PMlmofLife 0>cfctan.4Co. ... YSJU 

One sweet Hour Dujf andCo 'S^a, 

Would you be happy? B. WUUaw vV.^ 



«•• 



rai coNiijrTS. 

smi. nfBZiTssiB. Tko 

The Gift from o^er the SeSi ^.......^ 8. Srtwfr ^^^. 11 

ACoorainff Soag ^ ^ Y. 

XiittlB FooM and great ones Addison eutd Co, H 

Vhe Beaper and the Flowers ........m. Coeko and Co. .^ ^^-», 

The Foar4eaYed Shainrook>..>»»»>. »». >. . DugwnA Gb...^^ 11^^ 

The Chad mad the Stars Osaka ami Cb. ^ 1^^ 

X have listen'd to your Song .»^... .. JLT. PMrcfay *** ^'^"^S 

To Armfl QBce more .^^..^ Dito ..^..».«..^ ^^^^S 

TheBtarof €Heagar7...M.M jyt^f mmd CtUm.^^ E^S 

The Banks of Doon F a w e m .m. ISir 

Vair is the MMler's Ifaid ^...^~ ^... if. T. Fntda^ «.» IM 

Bverj liiuid n^ ewB X.T^9m>dag ...198 

Hope shall wfaiepar happy days Dttfo ..».«...».« HB 

Idght of heartam I ,, JKMo — ».......». 07 

The Heart's desire for Home . Jktfand Civw„». OB 

Who'Ubny mr Boses P JB,vmkni» OS 

UO} jjueeze^ uUni sweeps •««««««««%««««4^^*««* »«—.»»<■««,»«■«»««.«».,» «w 

jb orget lUin •...■••.^(.••••^•••^'•••••.•••« MM**»<<.a««M<«»M«»M X39 

Tou'll always And a Welcome here ....^ H. Vitiim ...» 190 

I loTe» I lore the Night .^ » Addmam cmd Ot. UQL 

We have lired and loved together ......... JfMmainm^ Gk 182 

Banks of the Blue Moselle .» .. DiOn HB 

The Sailor's Fonecal ...^»„..»...» Ckaflp)j^ll ..^^.. MB 

Under the Boee Du^ojut Oa^..... IM 

The GK)od Time Ccmiing ^(MMOMflmi £h. KB 

The Kiss ^ .^.^ Fonoaw ......».•»«« ISB 

Dear is the Blush ..^^..............^^..^ IV 

The old Oak Table ....^ ._... UV 

Come and bay each Summer Flower Z. T. Btutdan. ... UB 

The 8«>lingOak. FortMw ..^...^.. I8B 

I rise from i>reams of thee IfAJbmam^^ O^ IBB 

Woodman, spare that Tree Variotu ....k.*«.... 140 

Cheer, Boys, d^er C%a£p«U ........ 14QL 

CBie lives witii her own Oranny dear ...... B. WiUiamt.^^, IM 

The Englishman's Wife..... J^. WiUiamt MB 

Far, fiir upon the Sea .» ChfmptH ......... I4B 

€k>od-night, Beloved M, GMb and Co, l4/k 

If I had a Thousand a Year? BoMiy —.««».... MB 

Young Bobin Bourii .^. J[)Uio ......»...^.. MB 

ThePeaoeofthe Valley is fled ChappeU ......^.^ H9 

l%e Merry Bells of England AiMomaniCo. MB 

Farewell to the Moontam Cramor cmd Co^. MB 

Constance CkappM .«.„... IBB 

I think on thf e in the Night ^ ,m»»,.,. IBB 

Norah! the Pride of Eildare ...^.....^ ^ ...«». lift 

Cheer up, and keep on, never mindying... Fart«M 

JPtieadabip and Loie are Divine .^.^.^ Ditto 



■ •• 



Xha BmM BHTof oU Bo^od ... 

SntViSliDcorthi Btu 

■W^ihUwUftOm 



[skDon 







m 






















f^""* CI. 






















:: aCS-s 
























fot-'flat 


SSt^aiiioi- 


. '3 


ABoDC orihe Tille; 








.. n 








y^wSS^.'aiM'i?":::j'i\', :' 




. n 












































































' m 










■■ ^i:-™.".' 








fl.tia-TBBo.e(,uii. ,„ „ 







TheOfpij' Bud .„ 

^«i."d™ T°,:::;; 

■A. e*rdim a mj Ladfii'iiKv'.i 



CONTEKTS. Zi 

Tzna. prBusHsm. VAsa 

OMmte BiUdrCo ttS 

IfistreM is as fiur u fine NoveuoS^Ot* ... 2SS 

n the Wind blows in the sweet 

BoM-tree DUto t» 

who will o'er Uie Downs Ditto 184 

1^ BiTers lyAlmaint i^ Co. t» 

where with Flowery Head Diito SS5 

Bed-eroes Knight IHlto SS5 

>, gentle Lady Ditto 887 

Iraowers Additon and Co, 887 

Bhie Bells of Scotland DAlmain€ ^ Co. iXT 

Last Bose of Summer AddiMon and Co. 838 

oing to my lonely Bed Novello Sr Co. ... 889 

lisSylTia? DAlmaine ^ Co. ta» 

n in a Flow'ry Vale NoveUo and 09.840 

Heart that can feel for another DAlmaino 4* Co, 840 

Kiss, dear Maid Diito 841 

Bon its bright Bays Ditto 841 

UkeLore B. WUliawu 848 

), Warrior, rest Leoni Lee 84S 

i fell upon a Day DAlmaine 4r Co, 848 

Lore is like the Bed, Bed Boee Ditto 844 

CaryinHeaTen Ditto 844 

> thou be my Dearie Ditto 846 

walks in beaaty 848 

isTp awake 1/Almaine 4r Co, i4A 

Wmter oomes down 847 

D-a-Dale D'Almaine ^ Co, %4B 

Bailor's Lnllaby DUto 840 

Lorer's Mistake WUlie 4* Co 850 

smile I Shall nerer forget 860 

Fisherman's Song 861 

e's Wealth 868 

enAdamdelred 863 

I Tackle 863 

e's Holiday 866 

MASONIC SONGS. 

entered Apprentice Spencer 866 

tonic Anthem 867 

Farewell 868 

ee times three Z.T.Fwrday ...869 

iere me, if erery strange Symbol) orq 

ami Sign } 

new entered Apprentice 260 

Junior Warden^B Song ^«& 

! banquet not ....1Kb 

tallation Song "^J^ 

TrotZwo/ Masonry ^*^ 



THE BOOK 



OP 



POPULAR SONGS. 



LIFE IS LIKE A SUMMER MORNING. 

C. Jzf nxTS.] IMuiie by S. 0x<0Tsx. 

Life is like a snmmer mominffy 

Wlicn the skies are blae ana bright ; 
While the rosy hours are fleeting, 

Little reck we of their flight. 
Loving hearts are beating near as, 

Loving eyes behold our glee, 
Hope and joy are on before us, 

And their votaries are we. 
We are merry, we are merry, 

As the birds that skim the air ; 
Hope and joy are on before us, 

And there's sunshine evry where. 

We have known no touch of sorrow 

That a kind word could not quell ; 
We have never felt the anguish 

Of a lon^ and sad farewell. 
Throuffh the same green fields we wander^ 

In the same old house we bide, 
With the same dear eyes to watch ua^ 

With the old parental pnOle. 
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AVe are happy, we are happy, 
In the blessings that we share ; 

Hope and joy are smiling on us, 
And there's sunshine ev'rywhere. 



SPEING BLOSSOMS. 

J. E, CARPBirrBK.] IMtisic by S. GlOTBB. 

Beautiful, beautiful blossoms of spring, 
Heralds of gladness, what rapture ye bring, 
Giving, as round us your incense ye cast, 
Hope for the future and faith in the past ; 
Types of our childhood, now passing away, 
Emblems of happiness though ye decay ; 
Earth would no fruits own, around us to fling, 
But for the beautiful blossoms of spring I 

Beautiful buds that in meekness appear, 
First-bora of all in the happy new year, 
Wooing us back to the woocls and the fields, 
"Whence the delight that your innocence yields ? 
*Tis that we feel when the winter is o'er, 
Summer will all that is lovely restore ; ' 
Proving we still to the future may cling, 
Wiien fading away from the blossoms of spring I 



SUMMER ROSES. 

J. E. Cabpbwteb.] [3f««c by S. Glotsb, 

They ai*e gathering summer roses, 

But I only seek the shade, 
For the siinshine is but fleeting, 

And the flowers too soon must fade ; 
It is sweet to hear their voices 

In the calm, clear summer air, 
Tliough for mo the time is over, 

I jiii^ht join their iiolic there. 
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Tet I take the flowers they bring me| 

For I would not have them see 
That a wreath of summer roses 

Coold bring anght but joy to me. 

They are gathering summer roses ; 

They are young, and gay, and fair, 
And tncy think not of the season 

That will leave the branches bare ; 
That each hope they fondly cling to 

Soon must fleet and fade away, 
As the roses they are culling 

Soon will wither and decay. 
Yet when youth is round us smiling, 

Who would bid it seek the shade, 
Though the sunshine is but fleeting, 

And the summer roses fade ? 



AUTUMN FEUITS. 

E. Ci.BPBirTiB.] ll£u$ie by S. Olovxb. 

Come buy my fruit, ripe autumn fruit, 

Why mourn the buds of spring, 
While autumn's bounteous store supplies 

Such fruits as these I bring ? 
Here apples smile whose rosy cheeks 

Tour own put in the shade, 
And blushing peaches seem to court 

The lips for which they're made. 
Ah ! wherefore mourn the buds of spring, 

For summer roses sigh, 
When autumn trees yield spoils like these? 

My fruit, ripe fruity come buy ! 

Come, buy my fruit, ripe autumn fruit : 

IVe melons rich ana rare, 
I've plums that seem of \e\ve\. laaAft^ 

So soft the bloom tVvey 'vear \ 
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Sweet pines, and pears so newly placVd, 

Still fresh with morning dew; 
IVe grapes, too, that might tempt a saint, 

Then, ladies, why not you ? 
Ah ! wherefore mourn the buds of spring, 

For summer roses sigh. 
When autumn trees yield spoils like these? 

My fruit, ripe fruit, come buy I 



WINTER EVERGEEENS. 

J. E. Cabpsittsb.] [J£tt»ie by S. Glotbb. 

The roses long have passed their prime, 

The fruits no more are seen. 
So let us chime a Christmas rhyme, 

To hail the evergreen ! 
Though bright may be the summer wreath, 

To mourn it were but folly, 
While friends delight to meet beneath 

The mistletoe and holly. 
Then circle round the ruddy blaze, 

And let but mirth be seen. 
We still can raise a song of praise 

To hail the evergreen t 

What though we rove the woods no more. 

Should we not still be gay, ^ 
When winter hoar has leaves in store 

That never fade away ? 
Some love to sing the joys of spring, 

With them wh^ need we quarrel, 
While jovial Chnstmas deigns to bring 

The ivy and the laurel ? 
Then let us all each other aid, 

When friendship's wi'eath is seen, 
Tis never made of flowers that fade. 

But of the evergreen ! 



?OFVLAB 80K0S. ff 

THE SONG OF BLANCHE ALPEN.* 

a JnviXTS.] ZMune by 8. Qiom, 

Toa speak of smmj skies to me, 

Of orange grove and bower, 
Of winds that wake soft melody 

From leaf and bloodiing flower : 
And jon may prize those far-off skies, 

But tempt me not to roam : 
In sweet contept my days are spent, 

Then wherefore leave my home ? 

Yon tell me oft of rivers bright. 

Where golden galleys float ; 
But have von seen our lakes by night, 

And sailed in Alpine boat? 
You speak of lands where hearts and hands 

Will greet me as I come ; 
But though I find true hearts and kind, 

They're kinder still at home. 

Had you been rear'd by Alpine hills, 

And loved in Alpine dells, 
You'd prize like me our mountain rills, 

Nor fear our torrent swells: 
It matters not how drear the spot. 

How proud or poor the dome, 
Love still retains some deathless chains 

To bind the heart to home. 

* *' The young Italian spoke with rapture of the blue and briglit 
tides of his native land: he talked with fervour of the balmv air 
and blooming flowers of Italy : he praised her g^dola8~>and the 
music wafted from them o'er the moonUt seas : but Blanche was 
little moved by his eloquence :— he paused ; and she, in one oi 
her own sweet Alpine airs, gave utterance to her thoughts in 
artless song." — Three Weeke in Switzerland, 
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BLOW HIGH, BLOW LOW. 

C. DxBDnr.] llituie bj C. DUBSa 

Blow high, blow low, let tempest tear, 

The main-mast by the board ; 
My heart, with thoughts of thee, mj dear, 

And love well stored, 
Shall brave all danger, scorn all fear, 
The roaring winds, the raging sea, 
In hopes on snore 
To be once more 
Safe moored with thee. 

Aloft while mountains high we go. 

The whistling winds that scua along, 
And surges roaring from below, 
Shall my signal be, 
To think on thee ; 
And this shall be my song: 
Blow high, blow low, &c. 

And on that night when all the orew 
The memory of their former lives 

O'er flowing cans of flip renew, 
And drink their sweethearts and their wivei 

I'll heave a si^h, and think on thee ; 

And as the ship rolls on the sea, 

The burden of my song shall be, 
Blow high, blow low, &c. 



I AM A FEIAE OF OEDEES GEEY 

JoHK O'Knni.] £Mude by 8sixu 

I am a friar of orders grey, 
And down in the valleys 1 take my way ; 
I pull not blackberry, haw, or hip, — 
Good store of venison fills my scrip ! 
My long bead-roll I merrily chant, 
Wnere*er I walk, no money I want ; 
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And why I'm so plum^, the reason I tell, — 
Who leads a gooa life is sure to live well. 

What haron or squire, 

Or knight of the shire, 
Lives half so well as a holy friar? 

After supper of heaven I dream, 
But that is fat pullet and clouted cream ; 
Myself hy denial I mortify — 
With a dainty bit of a warden pie ; 
I'm cloth'd in sackcloth for my sin, 
With old sack wine I'm lined within, 
A chirping cup is m^ matin song, 
And the vesper-bell is my bowl, ding dong. 
What baron, &c. 



THE SONG OF THE ZEPHYE. 

C. JsTFBBYS.] [^Mutic by S. Gloveb. 

O'er the mountain, through the valley, 

I have wander 'd all the day. 
Giving freshness to the flow 'ret 

That was fading fast away : 
Hunters on the hill-top met me, 

And they blest the mountain breeze, 
While my wings awoke sweet music 

From the larch and linden tiees. 
O'er the mountain, &c. 

Just before the hour of twilight, 

All becalm 'd, a light bark lay. 
But I gently kiss'd her white sails. 

And she glided from the bay. 
There were two kind hearts within her 

Af5 I wafted her along ; 
Their sweet voices to me sounded 

Like the echo of a song. 

O'er the mouutstm, &<i. 
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Up and down right merrily, 
JBell and bud, and leaf and flower. 

All have haiPd me cheerily. 
All have felt my soothing power. 
O'er the mountain, &c. 



WIFE, CHILDBEN, AND FEIENDS. 

[The Hon. B. W. Spekcsb.] 

One day when to Jove the black list was presented, 

The list of what fate for each mortal intends, 
At the long string of ills a kind goddess relented, 

And slipped in three blessings — wife, children^ and 
friends. 
In vain surly Pluto declared he was cheated, 

And justice divine could not compass its ends ; 
^le scheme of man's penance he swore was defeated, 

For earth becomes heaven with — wife, children, and 
friends. 

Tlic day-spring of youth still unclouded with sorrow, 

Alone on itself for enjoyment depends ; 
But drear is the twilight of age if it borrow 

No warmth from the smiles of— wife, children, and 
friends. 
Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourish 

The laurel which o'er her dead favourite bends ; 
O'er me wave the willow, and long may it flourish, 

Bcdcw'd with the tears of— wife, children, and friends. 



UNDEE THE MISTLETOE BOUGH. 

J. E. CjiBPUTTiB.] [3fu#tc by S. Qlotsb. 

Will nobody come to the mistletoe bough, 

I've waited so long that I fear 
I shan't have a kiss, and if so I shall miss 

Tbe chance to be married thiR ye«c. 
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They say that old customs are qnite out of date, 
ifiat our young men all wiser get now ; 

But how foolish they look when we bring them to book 
Under the mistletoe bough. 

The Druids of old, we're in history told, 

Prized nothing so highly as this, 
So 'tis likely, perhaps, that those cleyer old chaps 

Hung it up for the sake of a kiss ; 
At least it's quite clear that at this time of year 

'Tis a rite that we all should allow, 
And our mothers can't blame, for they all did the same 

Under the mistletoe bough. 

Will nobody come to the mistletoe bongh 

That hangs in the hall somewhat low, 
With its berries so white and its leaves green and bright, 

That the blindest must see it, I trow.' 
Ah ! yes there is one who, when labour is done, 

Will come to renew his fond vow, 
So no longer I'll fear, but wait patiently near, 

Under the mistletoe bough ! 



MUSIC HATH A MAGIC. 

C. JsvTBBYS.3 IMutie by S. Qlot^B. 

Music hath a magic. 

For though its sounds depart, 
Touch the chords of feeling, 

Their home is in the heart. 
Who cannot remember 

Some soft and touching theme, 
Which o'er life's DecemSsr 

Still casts a soothing beam ? 
Young and old may listeii, 

As steal the iiotefl along, 
Whilo tneir bright eyes glisten, 

Spell-bound by a song. 
Music hath a magic, 

For though its Bovmda ^g^w\., 
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Touch the chords of feeling, 
' Their home is in the heart. 

If we roam the greenwood, 

And hear the lark's sweet lays, 
How the heart springs upward, 

And joins the song of praise I 
If we in our sorrow 

But hear a eentle tone, 
Hope steals o%r our senses. 

And half our griefs are gone. 
Husic hath a magic. 

For though its tones depart, 
Touch the chords of feeling, 

Their home is in the heart. 



WHEN BIBO THOUGHT FIT. 

[SOHSOSSSS.] 

When Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat, 
As full of champagne as an egg's full of meat ; 
He walked in the coat, and to Charon he said. 
He would be rowed back, for he was not yet dead. 
*' Trim the boat, and sit quiet," stem Charon replied, 
''You may have forgot — you were drunk when you 
died !" 



TOM MOODY. 

A. Chebey.3 t^**»^ ^y W- Snra». 

You all knew Tom Moo^y, the whipper-in, well ; 
The bell just done tolling ^25 bonest Tom s knell ; 
A more able sportsman ne'er follow u !^ hound 
Through a country well known to him fifty miies TOVi^ 
Ko hound ever open'd with Tom near the wood, 

Mi/i he 'd challenge ihe tone, and could leVL \^ 'Vwv 
£^ood; 

\ 
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And all with attention would eagerly mark, 
When he cheered up the pack, " Hark I to Rookwood, 
hark! hark! 

High I wind him ! and cross him ! 

Now, Battler, hoy !— Hark ! 

8ix crafty earth-stoppers, in hunter's green drest, 
Supported poor Tom to " an earth" made for rest ; 
His norse, which he styled his Old Soul, next appcar'd 
On whose forehead the brush of his last fox was rearM, 
Whip, cap, boots, and spurs, in a trophy were bound, 
And nere and there followed an old stragg;ling hound. 
Ah ! no more at his voice vonder vales will tney trace, 
Kor the welkin resound to his burst in the chase I 

With " High over ! — now press him ! 

TaUy ho !— tally ho !" 

Thus Tom spoke to his friends ere he gave up his breath : 
** Since I see you're resolved to be in at the death, 
One favour bestow — 'tis the last I shall crave — 
Give a rattling view-halloo thrice over mv grave ; 
And unless at that warning I lift up my head, 
My boys, you may fairly conclude I am dead I" 
Honest Tom was obey'd, and the shout rent the sky, 
For every voice joined in the tally-ho cry, 

" Tally-ho ! hark forward I 

Tally-ho ! Tally-ho 1" 



HAPPY DAYS AND HAPPY NIGHTS. 

C. JsFFSBTB.] IMusic bj S. Glovxs. 

Happy days and happy nights, 

Uome with ev'ry season ; 
While I sing of joy's delights 

You shall know the reason : 
Spring and summer bloom for me, 

Autumn brings its pleasures. 
Winter, stem and coVA. T^a.^ \)^^ 

But it hath ita irea&uxQ% \ 
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Loving eyes light up the home 
Where kind words endear mOi 

And whene'er abroad I roam, 
Loving hearts are near me. 
Oh ! happj dajs, &c. 

If a cloud came o'er my heart; 

Short-lived was its sadness ; 
Tears of sorrow soon gave way 

To some newborn gladness. 
Oft I think how much I owe 

To those lips that taught me. 
Where to seek true pleasure's fount, 

And the peace it brought me. 
Happy days and happy nights, 

More than I can niunber — 
Days of well-remember'd joys, 

]>ights of peaceful slumber. 
Oh 1 happy dftys, ^. 



THE FLYING DUTCHMAN. 

T. MooBZ.] IMusie by SxBVXVflO] 

Bee you beneath yon cloud so dark, 
Fast gliding along, a gloomy bark ? 
Her sails are full, though the wind is still. 
And there blows not a breath her sail to fill. 

Oh, what does that vessel of darkness bear ? 
The silent calm of the grave is there ; 
Save now and again a death knell rung, 
And the flap of the sails with night fog hung! 

There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore 
Of cold and pitiless Labrador, 
Where under the moon, upon mounts of frost, 
Full many a mariner's bones are tost. 

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck, 
And the dim blue fire that lights her deck, 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew 
Af ever yet drami the churchyard de\v. 
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To Deadman*s Isle, in the eye of the blaft. 
To Deadmau's Isle she speeas her fast, 
By skeleton shapes her sails are furl'd, 
And the hand tnat steers is not of this world. 



THE BAY OF BISCAY. 

L Caubt.] IMusie by J. DaTX. 

Loud roared the dr«adftil thcinder, 

The rain a deluge showers, 
The clouds were rent asunder 

By lightning's vivid powers : 
The ni^t both drear and dark, 
Our poor devoted bark, 
Till next day there sho lay, 
In the Bay of Biscay, ! 

Now dash'd upon the billow, 

Her opening timbers creak ; 
Each fears a wat'ry pillow, — 

None stop the dreadful leak ; 
To cling to slipp'ry shrouds 
Each breathless seaman crowds, 
As she lay till the day 
In the Bay of Biscay, ! 

At length the wish'd-for morrow 
Broke through the hazy sky ; 

AbfiOfb'd in silent sorrow. 
Each heaved a bitter sigh ; 

The dismal wreck to view 

Struck horror to the crew, 

As she lay, on that day. 

In the Bay of Biscay, 0. 

Her yielding timbers sever, 

Her pitchy seams are rent, 
Wlien Heaven, all boimteoua e^et, 

Its boundless mercy Beul'i 
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A sail in sigbt appears, 
We hail her witn three cheers : 
Now we sail with the gale 
From the Bay of Biscay, 1 



GO, LOVELY EOSE ! 

E. Wallbb.] IJfusie by H. Phiuivs 

Go, lovely rose ! 
Tell her that wastes her time and mc, 

That now she knows, 
When I resemble her to thee, 
How sweet and fair she seems to le. 

Tell her that's young, 
And shuns to have her graces spieJ^ 

That hadst thou sprung 
In deserts where no men abide. 
Thou must have uncommended died* 

Small is the worth 
Of beauty from the light retired : 

Bid her come forth, 
Suffer herself to be desired, ^ 
And not blush so to be admired. 

Then die ! that she 
The common fate of all things rare 

May read in thee, — 
How small a part of time they share 
That are so wondrous sweet and fair. 

ADDITIONAL YESSE. 

[By HsintY Kibkb Whitb.] 

Yet, though thou fade. 
From thy dead leaves let fragrance rise ; 

And teach the maid 
That goodness Time's rude hand defies^— 
That virtue lives wlien \)eauly daaa. 
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THE WOLF. 

J. CyKxEWM.'} [Jf«MC by Shield. 

At tbe peaceful midnight hour, 
Every sense and every power, 
Fetter'd lies in downy sleep- 
Then our careful watch we keep, 
While the wolf in nightly prowl, 
Bays the moon with nideous howl ; 
Gates are barr'd, a vain resistance — 
Females shriek, but no assistance. 
8ilence, silence, or you meet your fate I 
Your keys, your jewels, cash, and plate ; 
Locks, bolts, and bars, they fly asunder, 
Then to rifle, rob, and plunder. 



YES, 'TIS A SPELL. 

H. DsATTOK.] llfusie by J. Dvaaur. 

Yes, *tis a spell hath o*er mo cast 

Its all-absorbing power. 
And thus, for ever, may it last. 

E'en to my latest hour ; 
Let those who cannot love forego 

All hopes of future bliss ; 
Li Paradise they ne'er can know 

More happiness than this. 

Her bright eyes now before me shine. 

And, laughing, seem to say — 
Thou lovest me — my heart is thine — 

Be happy while we may. 
We will be happy, nor forego 

Such hope of future bliss ; 
In Pariidiae we ne'er can Vxlq^ 

JdorQ happiness tliaii W\^. 



11 
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LOVING AND LIKING. 

J. E. Cabpbitieb.] IMune by S. Glotsb, 

PIBST VOICE. 

Dear Fanny, you told me one day 

There a great difference "was, rather striking, 
As great as between " yea" and " nay," 

Between the words " loving" and " liking.' 

8EC0KD VOICE. 

Dear sister, you can't hve a rose, 
You may like it, to that no objection ; 

You may rave about lilies, for those 
You've been told, you say, suit your complexion 

DUET. 

Oh ! loving and liking, ah me ! 

What a fuss does this world make about them : 
But think what we maidens should be, 

Were we left in it lonely without them. 

PIEST VOICE. 

I love what I like, and I like 

WTiat I love, beyond doubt, and tiiat dearly ; 
So, if I the balance must strike, 

I should call them the same very clearly. 

SECOND VOICE. 

But loving's a different thing. 

Not that I love — the weakness I spurn it ; 
But did I, my passion should cling 

Where a heart was, at least, to return it ! 

PIEST VOICE. 

Wh^, Fanny, you know that you said 
You liked very well cousin Harry. 

SECOND VOICE. 

But lovinff ne'er enter'd my head; 
Did I Bay that 1 Bbo'ii likji *j;^m««!tt'^ 

k 
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FIBST VOICE. 

All I Fann^, I vow and declare 
My maxim you soon will be proving, 

And find out before you*re aware 
That liking to much ia but loving ! 

DUET. 

Yes I sister, I vow and declare, 
&c. &c. &c. 



THE OLD MILL-STEEAM. 

Euzi Cook.] [Hiuie bj H. Bitsszll. 

And this is the mill-stream that ten years ago 
Was so fast in its cun-ent, so pure in its flow ; 
Whose musical waters would ripple and shine 
With the glorious dash of a miniature Rhine ? 
Can this be its bed ? I remember it well 
When it sparkled like silver through meadow and dell. 

And here was the miller's house — peaceful abode ! 
Where the flower-twined porch drew iJl eyes from the 

road — 
Where roses and iasmines embowered the door 
That never was closed to the way-worn or poor — 
Where the miller — God bless him!— oft gave us a 

dance, 
And led off the ball with his soul in his glance. 

The mill is in ruins, no welcoming sound 

In the mastiff's quick bark, and the wheels dashing 

round. 
The house, too, forgotten, and left to decay ; 
And the miller long dead — all I loved pass'd away ! 
This play-place of childhood was graved on my heart 
In paradise colours that now must depart. 
The old water-mill's gone, ihe isAi N\stf>Tv\& ^<^^^ 
And I wept o'er ii& wreck as 1 do lot >\i*& ^^o^^ 
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AUTUMN LEAVES LIE STREWD AROUND. 

C. DiCKXirs.] [ITuMC by J. Hulljlb. 

Autumn leaves, aatomn leaves lie strew'd around me 

here — 
Autumn leaves, autumn leaves, bow sad, how cold, 
how drear ! 
How like the hopes of childhood's day, 

Thick clustering on the bough ; 
How like those bones in their decay, 
How faded are they now ! 

Autumn leaves, &c. 

Withered leaves, wither'd leaves that fly before the 

gale— 
"Wither d leaves, wither'd leaves, ye tell a moamful 
tale ! 
Of love once true, of friends once kind, 

And happy moments fled — 
Dispersed by every breath of wind. 
Forgotten, changed, or dead. 

Autunm leaves, &c. 



DEAE SUMMER MORN. 

C. Jeffebys.] IMtuic by S. Glotib* 

How merrily this summer mom 

The wind goes singing by, 
While gracefully the rustling com 

Nods to the melody. 
There's mirth, there's music ev'ry where. 

Above, around, below — 
The very streamlet hath au air 

Of gladness in its flow. 
summer morn, dear summer mom ! 

Thou play'st a charmer's part ; 
Thy mddy glow is on my brow, 

Tbjr sunsmnQ in my heart. 
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While green leaves dance to ev'rjr wind 

They give a pleasant sound. 
And half array'd in sun and shade 

Make pictures on the ground. 
My heart is gay, my step is light, 

Birds fly from stem to stem — 
I feel, too, as 1 watch their flight, 

That I could soar with them. 
O summer mom, dear summer mom ! 

Thou play'st a charmer^s part ; 
Ihy ruddy glow is on my brow. 

Thy sunshine in my heart. 



THE WOELD IS A FAIEY EING. 

Eliza Coox.] [Jfune by J. P. Ksiqut. 

Oh ! say not the world is lonely, 

Sigh not to pass above, 
The earth is a desert only 

To hearts unfill'd by love. 
Though links of fate may bound us, 

And cold winds dim our flowers ; 
Though clouds may come around us 

And shade our Eden bowers ; — 
Still there is joy to inherit^ 

And magical music to smg; 
For while Love is the fairy spirit, 

The world is a fairy ring. 

The past may hold its sorrow, 
Tlie present be far from bright, 

But yet who will not boiTow 
A ray from the future's light? 

And the broken heart while &\^Vv\tv^^ 
Is proud in its c\iceT\eaa ^^^\^, 
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That it fell on a grave while trying" 

Its angel-wings on earth. 
Oh ! still there is jo^ to inherit, 

And mi^cal music to sing, 
For while Love is a fair^ spirit, 

The world is a fairy nng. 

While the young child greets its mother. 

And the bridegroom woos his bride ; 
While sister clings to brother, 

And friends walk side by side ; 
While spring-time brings the flowers, 

And autumn harvests shine ; 
While every human bosom 

Seeks something more divine ; — 
8tiU, still there is joj to inherit, 

And magical music to sin^* 
For while Love is a fairy spirit. 

The world is a fairy ring. 



'TIS NOT FINE FEATHERS MAKE FINE 

BIRDS. 

J. E. CxBFSVTXB.] [Iftttte by N. J. Spobls. 

A peacock came, with his plumage gay. 
Strutting in regal pride one day, 
Vyiiere a small bird hung in a gilded cage, 
Whose song might a seraph^s ear engage ; 
The bird sang on while the peacock stood 
Vaunting his plumes to the neighbourhood ; 
And the radiant sun seem'd not more bright 
Than the bird that bask'd in his golden light ; 

But the small bird sung in his own sweet words, 
'* 'Tis not fine feathers make fine birds T* 

The peacock strutted, — ^a bird so fair 
Never before had ventured there, 
While the small bird hung at a cottage door,— 
And what could a peacock wish for more ? 
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Alas ! tbe bird of tbe rainbow win^ 

He wasn't contented — ^he tried to sing ! 

And they wbo gazed on bis beauty briebt, 

Scared by bis screaminc^, soon took flight ; 

Wbile tbe small bird sung in bis own sweet words, 
" 'Tis not fine featbers make fine birds !'* 

Tben pritbee take warning, maidens fair, 

And still of tbe peacock's fate beware. 

Beauty and wealtb wont win your way, 

Tbougb they're attired in plumage gay ; 

Somclbing to cbarm you all must know, 

Apart from fine featbers and outward sbow — 

A talent, a grace, a ^ft of mind, 

Or el»e poor beauty is left bebind I 

While tbe small birds sing in their own true words, 
" 'Tis not fine featbers make fine birds !" 



THE MUSIC OF THE MILL. 

J. E. Cabpsxtbb.] iUune by C. W. Glotbb. 

As Jeannie came from market. 

The rain fell from tbe sky, 
8bo sought tbe mill upon the bill 

Until tbe storm passed by ; 
And there sat Jeannie smiling, 

As the miller his sacks did fill, 
While both they sung in cbora» 

To the music of the mill. 

Tbe storm it soon pass'd over, 

The sun began to shine, 
Said he, " Tlie way that vou must stray, 

It happens to be mine. 
Her checks they glow'd like roses. 

Her eves began to fill, 
Whn he vow^ his love should cbanQ;ele&a ^jt^"^^^ 

As the music o£ \.\iq inYCiX. 
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She goes no more a-gleaning, 

For he has acres fair, 
And Jeannie is the brightest flower 

Of all that blossoms there : 
Bnt she bids the village maidens 

Their aprons fiill to fill 
As the year comes round, and: they bless the soond 

Of the music of the ihill. 



THERE'S A PATH BY THE EIVER. 

Col. AsDispK.] IMiuie by E. J. Lodib» 

There's a path by the river o'ershadowed by trees 

Where people may walk and may talk, if they please. 

And save by a bii*d not a sound can be heard, 

So do not come there, if you please, 

So do not come there, if you please. 

I feel that I'm lonely, my mind's ill at ease, 

I'm sure it would mend me to feel the soft breeze. 

As it plays on the shore at the hour of four, 

So mind you don't come, if you please. 

So mind you don't come, if you please. 

There's a path, &c. 

Yet if others should like to enjoy the fresh breeze. 
Some who feel like myself that the mind's ill at ease, 
If yourself you should go, I can't help it you know. 
You've a right to walk there, if you please, 
If you please, — ^you've a right to walk there, if you 

please. 
There's a hive near the walk, and I*m frighten'd of 

bees. 
The gipsies might rob, and the urchins might tease, 
And really I fear quite alone to appear. 
So I think you may come, if you please, 
Yes, this once you may come, if you please. 

Taete 8 a ^ath^ &c. 
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THE RAIN. 

J.E.CiB7nmB.] [JfMiobyS Glotbb. 

The rain — rain — ^rain, 

The gentle, loving rain, 
How it drips, drips, drips, — 

How it glads the earth again ; 
Sighing, Bulging, music flinging 

Against the window pane ; 
Over fields and over flowers. 
Over gardens, over bowers, — 
Welcome ! welcome are the showers ; 

Welcome thrice the loving rain 
As it drips, drips, drips. 

Till it glads the earth again. 

The rain — rain — rain, 

Refreshing, friendly rain ; 
How it pours, pours, pours, 

From the summer clouds amain : 
Leaping, flashing, madly dashing 

To the riven down again ! 
How earth's mighty thirst it stanches — 
How it greens Ihe leafy branches, — 
Splits the hUls in avalanches 

As it dashes down amain ; 
As it pours, pours, pours, 

Till it glads the earth again. 



LIST, DEAREST, LIST. 

E. FitansALX,.] lliusie by M. TV. Baltis. 

List, dearest, list, 'tis the nightingale calling. 
The soft ev'ning breeze gently steals through the 
grove ; 

All nature seems calm, ere ih© m%\i\. T£i\%,\.\i^ ^^^c>5v^> 
Mand in band let us gaz« on Inft ^vi\»x^ q1\qs^. 
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My Donald wears a bonnet blue, 
A bonnet blue, a bonnet blue, 
A snow white rose upon it, too, 
A Highland lad is he. 

merry row, &c. 

As on the pebbly beach I strayed, 
Where rocks and shoals prevail, 
I thus o'erheard a lonely maid, 

Her absent love bewail. 
A storm arose, the waves ran high. 
The waves ran high, the waves ran high. 
And dark and murky was the sky, 
The billows loud did roar. 

merry row, &c. 



GO ASK THE EOSES. 

J. E. Cabpekteb.] IMuiie by £. Haspbb. 

Go ask the roses why they bloom, 

The streamlets why they flow. 
They'll say there is one common doom 

For all things here below ; 
The stream must flow towards the sedi 

The stars must duly shine. 
And, even so, it was to be 

My lot is linked to thine. 

"We do not covet all we see. 

For oft neglected lies 
Some flower that very fair may bo 

When seen by other eyes ; 
But there are secret links that bind 

What nature would combine, 
And thus it is that still I find 

My lot is linked to thine. 
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OCULAR DEMONSTRATION .• 

S. toTEB.] IJiuiie by 8. I^OYIB. 

.u the days of creation, when Jove was allotting 

The duty each part should supply, 
Co the tongue he gave words to assist ns in plotting, 

And vigilance gave to the eye. 
3ut Juno, Jove's mandates would ne'er be obeying, 

His laws she made woman defy, 
3aid, the tongue should keep guard over what they 
were saying^ 

And 8;peahing be done by the eye. 

3ut the great law of Nature so strongly endued 

The tongue of the woman, dear soul, 
That it would not be quiet, do all that she could, 

And ran quite beyond her control ; 
^Vhile her eye, flashing brightly, determined to keop 

Its gift from the queen of the sky. 
rill between them, with manv an argument deep, 

The quan'el soon ran very high. 

ki last, 'twas agreed an appeal to the sky 

Should be made in a matter so nice, 
A.nd this compromise sly, 'twixt the tongue and the eye, 

AVas agreed on by Jove's own advice ; 
'* My daughters, thus nicely the balance Fve hung 

'Twixt the rivals," the Thunderer cries, 
" Let woman to woman converse with her tongue, 

But speak to a man with her eyes.'* 

• " * I'm half distracted. Captain Shandy,' said Mrs. Wadman, 
holding up her cambric handkerchief to her left eye. as she ap- 
proached the door of my Uncle Toby's sentry-box; * a mote — or 
sand— or something— I know not what, has got into it : it is not 
In the white.' 

*' In vain ! for by all the powers which animate the organ, — 
Widow Wadman's left eye shines this moment as lucid as her 
ri^ht ; — there is neither mote—nor sand — ^nor dust — ^nor chaff— 
nor speck — ^nor particle of opaque matter floating in it. There is 
nothing, my dear paternal uncle, but one lambent dft\.\s\W3a. ^x^» 
furtively shooting out from every part.oi \t, Vtv uKl daifc<^Vsw^ VfiN» 
mn^r— Life and Opinions qf Tristram Shandj|»^o\.Tttl,«v,'iA>» 
7iJ edition, 

c2 
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NANNY, WILT THOU GO WITH ME? 

T. Pbect, D.D.] IMusie by T. Caxxbx* 

O Nanny, wilt thou go with me, 

Nor sigh to leave the flaunting town ? 
Can silent glens have charms for thee— 

The lowly cot and russet gown ? 
No longer dressed in silken sheen, 

No longer deck'd with jewels rare,— 
Say, canst thou quit each courtly scene, 

where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

O Nanny, when thou'rt far away, 

AVilt thou not cast a wish behind ? 
Say, canst thou face the parching ray, 

Nor shrink before the wintry wind ? 
Oh, can that soft and gentle mien 

Extremes of hardship learn to bear, 
Nor sad regret each courtly scene, 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

O Nanny, canst thou love so true, 

Through perils keen with me to go ; 
Or when thy swain mishap shall me, 

To share with him the pang of woe ? 
Say, should disease or pain befall, 

VVilt thou assume the nurse's care, 
Nor wistful those gay scenes recall. 

Where thou wert fairest of the fair ? 

And when at last thy love shall die. 

Wilt thou receive his parting breath- 
Wilt thou repress each stniggling sigh. 

And cheer with smiles the bed of death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathless clay 

Strew flowers and drop the tender tear, 
Nor then rcgi'ct those scenes so gay. 

Where thou wert fairest ot \.\\<i iwlv ? 
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HAD I A HEART FOR FALSEHOOD 

FRAMED. 

B. B. Shibidav.] llrish Air, 

Had I a heart for falsehood framed, 

I ne'er could injure you ; 
For though your tongue no promiue claimed. 

Your charms would make me true. 
To you no soul shall bear deceit, 

No stranger offer wrong ; 
But friends in all the aged youll meet, 

And lovers in the young. 

For when they learn that you have blessU 

Another with your heart, 
They'll bid aspinng passion rest, 

And act a brother s part ; 
Then, lady, dread not hero deceit, 

Nor fear to suffer wrong ; 
For friends in all the aged you'll meet, 

And lovers in the young. 



I HAVE WAITED FOB THY COMINa. 

J. E. Cabpsntss.] {Mu$ie by W. Y. Wallacx. 

I have waited for thy coming 

As the flow'ret for the dew, 
As the swallow for the spring-time, 

Or the lark for mom's Dright blue ; 
I have waited in the starlight 

On the spot where oft we met ; 
I have linger'd in the noon-tide, 

But I'm lonely, lonely yet. 
By the streamlet and the fountain — 

In the valley, on the hill, — 
I have waited for thy comixi?.,^ — 

ThovL hast left me loiioV^ ^^\^N>* 
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I have waited for tliy coming 

Nif;ht by night, and day by day, 
Foi I'm happy when you're near n.e, 

But I'm sad when you're away ; 
In my dreams alone I view thee. 

But they only bring me pain, 
For too soon the spellis broken, 

And I wake to watch again. 
By the streamlet and the fountain, 

In the valley, on the hill, 
I have waited for thy coming", — 

Do not leave me lonely still. 



PHYLLIS IS MY OKLY JOY, 

Sir C. Seblst.] IMutie by J. W. Hobbs. 

Phyllis is my only joy. 

Faithless as the wind or seas ; 
Sometimes comine, sometimes coy, — 
Yet she never fails to please. 
If with a frown 
I am cast down, 
Phyllis, smiling 
And beguiling, -* 

Makes me happier than before. 

Though, alas I too late I find 
Nothing can her fancy fix ; 
Yet the moment she is kind 
I forgive her all her tricks ; 
Which though I see 
I can't get free ; 
She deceiving, 
I believing, — 
What need lovers wish for more ? 
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UlTOEE THE SNOW. 

J. E. ClxpmiB.] [2fiMic bj W. n. WXI88. 

Under tbe snow, under the snow, 

Primroses, lilies, and violets grow I 

What though the winter be gloomy and drear. 

Soon there 11 be sunshine, and then thevll appear. 

Thus may the heart, that seems perish d and cold, 

In its deep centre affection enfold: 

Pearls may lie hid 'neath the cold water's flow — 

Beauty and truth may lie — under the snow ! 

Under the snow, under the snow. 

Dwelling in darkness, the spring flowers grow — 

Waiting the time when the sunshine appears, 

E^en as the cold heart is melted by tears ! 

So the dark winter of sorrow and care 

Fits us the better the summer to bear : 

Judge yet not, then, by the cold outward show — 

Hearts may beat warm though hid — under the snow ! 



THE BLOSSOM'S ON THE BLACKTHORN. 

Chablbs Jbtvbbtb.] IMutie by S. Glotbb. 

The blossom's on the blackthorn, 

The woods are full of song, 
The winds steal o'er the flowers. 

And bear their sweets along : 
Like stars the bright-eyed daisies 

Upon the meadows glow, 
Then up ! and through the greenwood 

A-maying let us go. 

But hark ! what thrilling music 

Is that which sounds on high ? 
It is the gay lark soaiing 

With song up to the sky : 
Again ! it is the robin, 

Perch'd on the bending bough ; 
Then up ! and througVi l\ie ^xQ^ivvj^cyCiX 

A-maying let U3 go. 
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The bees are gaily Immmiiig 

While in the sun's warm glance ; 
Cheer'd by the south wind's whisper. 

The green leaves gaily dance :— 
All Nature seems so nappy, 

Above, around, below, 
Tlien up ! and through the greenwood 

A-maying let us go. 



THEEE WAS A JOLLY MILLEE. 

J. BlCKSBSTATT.] [OM AStTm 

There was a jolly miller once 

Lived on the river Dee, 
He danced and sang from mom till Dight| 

No lark so blithe as he ; 
And this the burden of his song 

For ever used to be, 
" I care for nobody, no not I, 

If nobody cares for me." 

I live by my mill, God bless her I 

She's kindred, child, and wife : 
I would not change my station 

For any other in life : 
Ko lawyer, surgeon, or doctor, 

E'er had a groat from me, 
*' I care for nobody, no not I, 

If nobody cares for me.'* 

When spring begins his merry career, 

Oh ! how his heart grows gaj ; 
No summer's drought alarms ms fearSi 

Nor winter's cold decay ; 
No foresight mars the miller's joy, 

Who's wont to sing and say, 
" Let others toil from year to year, 

Hive /rom day to diy." ' 
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Thus, like the miller, bold and free, 

Let us rejoice and sing, 
The days of youth are made for glee, 

And time is on the wing ; 
This song shall pass from mc to thee, 

Along the jovial ring, 
With heart and voice, let all agreo 

To say "Long live the king.** 



BELIEVE IT. 

J. £. CASFxarrsB.] IMufic by S. Glovzb. 

Oh ! ask not others if I love, 
To no such wild chance leave it ; 

But ask thy heart the truth, and if 
It answers " Yes," believe it. 

Why should you doubt you have the power 
To charm my soul or grieve it ? 

Bead but my looks, hear but my sighs, 
And they will say — ^believe it. ' 

The sunshine woos the budding flower 

That opens to receive it ; 
The heart would perish felt it not 

Love's genial warmth^ — ^believe it. 

E*en so my fond heart turns to thine 

To succour or berieave it ; 
Then judge it only by thine own, 

And that will say — ^believe it. 



COUNTY GUY. 

Sir Waltsb Scott.] [JtoZlan Air, 

County Guy, the hour is nigh, 

The sun has left the lea, 
The orange-flower perfumes \Xift\>Qr?^T^ 

The breeze is on the aea *, 

o3 
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The lark, hig lay who trilFd all day, 
Sits hush'd his partner nigh ; 

Breeze, bird, and flower, confess the hour : 
But where is Coimty Guy ? 

The Tillage maid steals through the shadOi 

Her shepherd's suit to hear ; 
To beauty shy, by lattice high, 

Sings high-born Cavalier. 
The star of love, all stars above, 

Now reigns o'er earth and sky ; 
Now high and low the influence know : 

But where is County Guy ? 



THE LYEIC OF LOVE. 

[GbbjlLD Massey.] 

Heaven hath its crown of stars, the Earth 

Her glory-robe of flowers ; 
The grand old woods have music. 

Green leaves, and silver showers ; 
The birds have homes where honey blooms 

In beauty bend above ; ^ 
High-yearning hearts their rainbow dream, 

And we, Sweet ! we have love. 

There's sorrow for the suffering poor 

On Misery's bosom nurst, 
rich robes for ragged souls, and crowns 

For branded brows Cain-cursed ; 
But Cherubim, with clasping wings. 

Ever about us be, 
And happiest of God's happy things. 

There's love for you and me ! 

We walk not with the jewelled great, 
Where Love's dear name is sold ; ^ 
Tet we have wealth we would not give 
For all their world of goVd. 
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We revel not in com or wine, 

Yet have we, from above, 
Hanna divine ; then we'll not pine. 

Do we not live and love ? 

Thv lips, that kiss till death, have tamed 

tife s water into wine ; 
The sweet life melting through thj looks 

Hath made my life divine ; 
All Love's dear promise hath been kept 

Since thou to me wert given — 
A ladder for my soul to cHmb, 

And summer high in heaven. 

I know, dear heart ! in our bright lot 

May mingle tears and sorrow ; 
Well, Love's glad rainbow's built from tears 

To^ay, with smiles to-morrow ! 
The sunshine from our sky may die, 

The greenness from life's tree ; 
But ever, 'mid the scathe and storm. 

Thy nest shall sheltered be ! 

I see thee ! Ararat of my life. 

Thou smil'st the waves above ; 
Thou hail'st me Victor in the strife, 

And beckon' st me with love 1 
The world mav never know, dear heart. 

Half what I've found in thee ! 
But, though nought to the world, dear hearty 

Thou'rt all the world to mc I 



DO I FOEGET THEE! 

[ThoHAS JOHir OXTSSLST.] 

Go, in the summer when the morning breaketh. 
And all around is luU'd midst placid light ; 

When the sweet liny field-flower awaketh^ 
And softly sighs its perixunft ft'ic^'»)va% 



36 THE BOOK OP 

Behold the lark — up to the clear sky winging, 

Trilling aloud his luscious free-born notes ; 
From his bright speckled breast the dew-drops flinging, 

Away, away, till lost to sight, he floats. 
Doth not the field-flower love the coining morning, 

Unclosing every leaf to drink the light ? 
Doth not the lark's eye swell to meet the dawning, 

His wings spread strong, to reach his airy height ? 
If flower and bird change not, why question me — 

Do I forget theo ? 

Go, in the noon-tide, when the sun is gleaming, 

To the deep forest — ^watch the panting deer 
Under the trees umbrageous, watchful dreaming, 

Timidly startling at each sound they hear ; 
List to the throstle and the blackbird singing, 

Whilst the calm breathing wind just rocks the leaves. 
The emerald wood with melody is ringing. 

As light with shade and music interweaves. 
Do not the shy deer court the boughs o'ershading, 

Their wide hot nostrils snuff the welcome bowers ? 
Tlie songsters of the grove are serenading. 

Each to its mate the joyful tiding pours : 
If such as these change not, why question me — 

Do I forget thee ? 

Go, in the evening, watch the streamlet flowing, 

O'er pebbly banks, through green and velvet meads ; 
The sportive fish, in gold and silver glowing. 

Plash in their crystal home as day recedes ; 
And mark the sun-flower, when the west is streaming 

With rainbow clouds of light, as Sol retires, 
Turneth its face to catch his last smile beaming. 

Then bowing to its grave, the earth, expires. 
Do not the sportive fish, when day's descending, 

Leap to the streamlet's bosom in their play ? 
Doth not the sun-flower— faithful in its tending, 

Linger to catch the last departing ray ? 
Beloved, if these change not, why question me — 

Do 1 5oT^<e,\. ^iSMi^'i 
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MY OWN rrRESIDE. 

[AulSIO a. Watts.] 

My own fireside ! Those simple words 

Can bid the sweetest dreams arise ; 
Awaken feeling's tenderest chords, 

And fill with tears of joy mine eyes. 
What is there my wild heart can prizo 

That doth not in thy sphere abide, 
Haunt of my home-bred sympathies, 

My own — ^my own fireside I 

A gentle form is near me now, 

A small white hand is placed in mine ; 
I gaze, upon her placid brow, 

And ask. What joys can equal thine ? 
A babe, whose beauty's half divine, 

111 sleep his mother's eyes doth hide ; 
Where may love seek a fitter shrine 

Than thou — my own fireside ? 

Shrine of my household deities — 

Bright scene of home's unsullied joys ! 
To thee my burthened spirit flies 

When fortune frowns or care annoys. 
Thine is the bliss that never cloys. 

The smile whose truth has oft been tried — 
What, then, are this world's tinsel joys 

To thee — ^my own fireside ? 

Oh, may the yearnings, fond and sweet, 

That bid my thoughts be all of thee, 
Thus ever guide my wandering feet 

To thy heapt-soothing sanctuary ! 
Whate'er my future years may be — 

Let joy or grief my fate betide — 
Be still an Eden bright to me, 

My own — my own iiteaiOi^X 
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THE SONG OF THE LAST LEAF. 

[BiCHASD BOWLBT.] 

Ob ! why was I thus left companioiiless, dreary, 
To bear the stark coldness of winter alone^- 

To pine on in solitude, hopeless and weary, 

And sigh o'er bright scenes that for ever have flown? 

Oh ! how sweet was the spring-time, wheu sunbeax&fl 
were dancing, 

In gold-colour'd raiments our bowers between, 
Till lured by our beauty they ceased from their glancingi 

And slumber'd in peace on our bosoms of green ! 

Oh! how gay was the summer, when flowers were 
springing, 
Upliftmg their heads all bespangled with dew, 
While from bosoms of softness their perfiimes wero 
flinging, 
As they waved in their splendour of scarlet and blue. 

And the breeze a§ it swept through their bells, meekly 
bending, 
Bore a murmuring sound from their elfin-like throng. 
Like th' sweet dying notes, when young spirits are 
blending 
Their voices and harps in the far land of song. 

But the spring and the summer pass'd laughing before 
us, 
Nor paused in the flight their soft rainbow-like wings ; 
Then the dark breath of autumn swept blightingly 
o'er us. 
And smote to the earth all her loveliest things. 

I gazed on them falling, with sorrowful anguish — 
I felt, as each vanish'd, a lonelier doom ; ' 

Oh ! how hard 'tis to live when we live but to languish 
O'er friends that in silence bave gouc to th^ t^mb. 
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Cut, companions of spring-time ! *tis vain thus repini 
My spirit is link'd with jour phantom-like band ; 

I feel the last fibre of strength is declining 
That binds me to life in this desolate land. 

Farewell to the winter! — too long have 1 tarried, 
In the grave of my kindred soon, soon shall I bo ! 

It ceased — on an edaying gust it was carried — 
And thus died with song " the last leaf of the tree ! 



THE GIPSY'S TENT. 

Eliza Coox.] [Mmic by S. GLom. 

Our fire on the turf, and our tent 'neath a tree — 
Carousing by moonlight, how merry are we ! 
Let the lord boast his castle, the baron his hall, 
I3ut the house of the Gipsy is widest of all. 
We may shout o'er our cups, and laugh loud as we will, 
Till echo rings back from wood, wellan, and hill ; 
No joys seem to us like the joys that are lent 
To the wanderer's life and the Gipsy's tent. 

Some crime and much folly may fall to our lot ; 
We have sins, but pray where is the one who has not? 
We are rogues, arrant rogues — yet remember ! 'tis rare 
We take but from those who can very well spare. 
You m&y tell us of deeds justly branded with shame, 
But if great ones heard tnith, you could tell them the 

same ; 
And there's many a king would have less to repent 
If his throne were as pure as the Gipsy's tent. 

Pant ye for beauty ? — Oh, where would ye seek 
Such bloom as is found on the tawny one's cheek ? 
Our limbs, that go bounding in freedom and health, 
Are worth all your pale faces and coffers of wealth. 
There are none to control us ; we rest or we roam ; 
Our will is our law, and the world is our home : 
E'en Jove would repine at hii \o\i Vl Vfc ^"^^\5X 
A jught of wild glee in tUe Oi^a-j" » \fi^\.. 
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THE GEECIAN DAUGHTEE. 

T. n. Batlt.] IMuaic by J, P. KaiQHA 

Oh, never heed, my mother dear ! 

The silent tears I shed ; 
Indeed I will be happy here, 

But ask me not to wed ! 
By day you shall not see me weep, 
Nor nightly murmur in my sleep : 
But asK me not to be a bride. 
For when my own dear Lara died, 
I kiss'd his brow — I breathed a vow — 
Oh, ask me not to break it now ! 

Oh, never heed, &C« 

He was the first love of my heart, 

My last love he will prove : 
But, mother, we will never part — 

Name not another love. 
At mom I deck'd him for the fight, 
I bathed his blood-stain'd brow at night ; 
And now in his eold grave he lies, 
There is no joy for these sad eyes. 
Speak not of bridal robes to me — 
No, mother, no — ^it cannot be ! 

Oh, never heed, &c. 



THE OLD MAEINEBv 

J. E. CABVSirniB.] [JlWie by J. P. Kvxascs. 

There was a brave old mariner 

Kept watch upon the deck, 
The dangers of the deep he'd braved 

And t£rice survived the wreck ; 
A patriarch of the ocean seem'd 

That mariner to be. 
For Mb hair was grev, and like the spray 

That daakea o'er the sea. 
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Tet deem not that he only gazed 

Upon the waters green, 
His heart look*d back to years long past. 

And many a woodland scene, 
He heard, amid the winds aloft, 

And 'mid the raging seas. 
The voices of rememoer'd friends, 

And the waving of the trees. 

Years pass'd away — a merry crowd 

Were gathered on the strand ; 
The absent ship returned at last, — 

Her sailors sprang to land ; 
An old man came amid the crew, 

His eyes were sad and dim, 
There was no friend to greet him there, 

No kind voice called for him. 

Alas ! that brave old mariner, 

He oft had braved the deep, 
But he whom fear could never bow 

Now tnm'd aside to weep ; 
He saw no more the forms he knew. 

His early friends were gone j 
He only lived to breathe tneir names — 

The old man stood alone 1 



THE EETUEN OF THE ADMIJBAL. 

Babbt CowfWALL.] £Mu*ic by H. Phillips. 

How gallantly, how merrily 

We ride along the sea ! 
The morning is all sunshine, 

The wind is blowing free ; 
The billows are all sparkling. 

And bounding in the light, 
Like creatures in whose sunny veins 

• The blood is running bright. 
All nature knows our trlumpVi — 

Strange birds about ub B\<fee^ \ 
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Strange things come up to look at ns. 
The masters of the deep : 

In our wake, like any servant, 
Follows even the bold shark. 

Oh, proud must be our admiral 
Of such a bonnie bark ! 

Proud, proud must be our admiral 

(Though he is pale to-day). 
Of twice five hundred iron men, 

Who all his nod obey ; 
Who fought for him, and conquered ; 

Who've won, with sweat and gore, 
Nobility ! — which he shall have 

Whene'er we touch the shore. 
Oh ! would I were our admiral, 

To order with a word — 
To lose a dozen drops of blood, 

And so rise up a lord ! 
I'd shout e'en to yon shark, there, 

Who follows in our lee, 
" Some day 111 make thee carry me 

Like ligntning through the sea." 

The admiral grew paler — 

And paler as he flew : 
Still talked he to Lis officers, 

And smiled upon his crew ; 
And he look'd up at the heavens. 

And he look'd down on the sea, 
And at last he spied the creature 

That kept following in our lee. 
He shook — 'twas but an instant ; 

For speedily the pride 
Ban crimson to his heart. 

Till all chances he defied : 
It threw boldness on his forehead, 

It gave firmness to his breath ; ^ 
And ne stood like some grim warrior 

New risen up &om dealK 
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That night a horrid wnispcr 

Fell on us where we lay ; 
And we knew our fine old adniirul 

Was changing into clay ; 
And wc heard the wash of watcm, 

Though nothing could wo see. 
And a whistle and a plunge 

Among the hillows in our lee ! 
Till dawn we watch'd the body 

In its dead and ghastly sleep, 
And next evening, at sunset, 

It was slung into the deep. 
And never from that moment — 

Save one shudder through the sea — 
Saw we or hoard the creature 

That had followed in our Ico I 



THE CUEFEW BELL. 

H. W. LoironiLLow.] IMuaio by S. Gtovrn. 

Solemnly, mournftilly, dealing its dole, 

The curfew bell is beginning to toll. 

Cover the embers, and put out the light ; 

Toil comes with the morning and rest with the night. 

Dark grow the windows, and quenched is the fire ; 
Sound fades into silence, all footsteps retire. 
No voice in the chambers, no souncl in the hall ! 
Sleep and oblivion reign over all. 

The book is completed and closed like the day, 
And the hand that has written it lays it away ; 
Dim grow its fancies — forgotten they lie — 
Like coals in the aahes they darken and die. 

Song sinks into silence, the storv is told. 
The windows are darken'd, the hearthstone is cold ; 
Darker and darker the black sUa-do^a ^vj)\ \ 
Bleep and oblivion reign o\er a\\. 
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JEANNETTE AND JEANNOT. 

C. JsrvBBTS.] [Uuiic by C. W. Glotib. 

You are going far away. 

Far away from your Jeannette ; 
*Jhere*8 no one left to love me now, 

And you too may forget ; 
^ut my heart will still be with you, 

Wherever you may go, 
Oan you look me in the face 

And say the same, Jeannot ? 
AThen you wear the jacket red, 

And the beautiful cockade, 
\ fear that you will then forget 

The promises you've made ; 
With your gun upon your shoulder, 

And your bayonet by your side. 
You'll be taking some proud lady, 

And be making her your bride. 

When glory leads the way. 

You'll be madly rushing on, 
Never thinking, if they kill you, 

My happiness is gone ; 
Should you win the day, perhaps 

A general you'll be, 
Though I should be proud to hear it, 

AVhat would become of me ? 
Oh ! were I Queen of France, or 

What's better, Pope of Home, 
I'd have no fighting men abroad, 

No weeping maids at home ; 
All the world should be at peace, 

And should kings assert their right, 
I*d have those that make the quan.'el 

Be the only men who fight. 
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I'D BE A GIPSY. 

J. E. CAinimB.] [Jfttne by J. E. Pxbbzho. 

I'd be a Gipsy, merry and free, 

Eoving abroad, like a bird or a bee ; 

Kotigbt to control me, sportive and wild. 

All through the summer day free as a child. 

What are the bright halls of splendour and pleasure? 

What the saloons of the brilliant and gay ? 
They cannot render the life-giving treasure 

That freedom and health to the Gipsy convey. 

I'd be a Gipsy, &c. 

I'd be a Gipsy, 'ncath the blue sky, 
Tinged with the stars that shine brightly on high, 
The turf for my pillow, and all the night long 
LuU'd to repose oy the nightingale's song ; 
Kovirig all aay where the merry band wander'd, 

Tellmg the fate of the brave and the fair, 
Shunning the world and the wealth that is sqnander'd, 

With just coin enough to be free as the air. 

I'd be a Gipsy, &c. 

HAPPY AS A KING. 

J. Drw.] IMuiic by E. L. IIiaiB. 

See yon happy, rosy boy, 
Full of life and full of joy, 
Smiling now with mirth elate ! 
Swinging on the rustic gate. 
Care with him was never known, 
Joyful hours are all his own, 
Chief in every rural play, 
Laughing mates his voice obey ; 
AVoodland scenes are his delight, 
Tlicrc he rules in sylvan might, 
Leading merrv games \s'il\v S^^<i> 
Happy as a king is lie. 
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Monarch 8 of another sphere 
Have their hoars of hope and fear, 
Troubles come to mar their reign, 
Bringing sorrow in their train. 
Stately pomp disturbs their ease, 
Though they strive they fail to please ; 
Such is not our hero's fate 
Swinging on the rustic gate : 
Form and pride, with him unknown, 
Never cloud his sylvan throne ; 
Thus the world may truly see 
Happier than a king is he. 



THE HOLLY BRANCH. 

J. E. Caupbkteb.] IMiuie by JoHir WHUZiJC 

Hurrah for merry Christmas, 

Though his days be chill and drear, 
1 greet his coming gaily 

For his good old English cheer. 
Though his icy hand hath driven 

The leaves from every tree, 
When the sturdy oak is riven, 

The holly branch for me I 

The holly branch it clusters 

Its berries bright and red 
Wlicn the flowers of the forest, 

Fair, fragile things, are dead. 
But [ mourn not simple flowers, 

However bright they be. 
Since they fade with summer hours;— 

Ihe holly branch for me ! 

The holly branch it lingers, 
Uiimov'd by wintry blast, 
When all its gay companions 
Like summer buds tavc -gatus^^. 
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Then let us hope our fri^ndBhips 

As durable maj be ; — 
Hurrah ! for merry ChriBtmas, 

The hoUj branch for me ! 



SIGH NO MOBE, LADIES. 

W. SSICSPBABE.] [ JTuMC by J. B. Ststsvs. 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no morOi 

Men were deceivers ever ; 
One foot in sea and one on shore- 
To one thing constant never. 
Then sigh not so, 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woe 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no moro 

Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 
The fraud of men was ever so, 
Since summer first was'leavy. 
llien sigh not so. 
But let them go, 
And be you blithe and bonny, 
Converting all your sounds of woo 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 



BRIGHTLY SMILE AND SWEETLY SING. 

J. E. Cabpsittek.] [IfwMc by Sispmor Gloteb. 

The roses last their little day, 

Yet smile to greet the sun ; 
The birds sing gaily on the spray. 

Though brief the course they run. 
Since; then, life's not an endless spring, 

,And youth's an April day, — 
"Why bnghtly smile and BweeW"S w^t^^ 

Life's summer time away \ 
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The earth has nothing fair or bnght 

From which no blessings fall ; 
Should we its countless treasures slight 

Because they're shared by all ? 
We cannot bid Time stay his flight, 

But clip his plumes we may, — 
Then brightly smile and sweetly sing 

Life's summer time away. 



THE MEETING OF SPEING AND SUMMEI 

C. Jbtpebys.] IMuHc by S. Glotsb. 

The bud is on the bough again, 

The leaf is on the tree ; 
The stream hath burst its icy chain, 

And sings because '^tis free ; 
The south wind bears upon its wing 

The breath of many flowers ; 
And rosy, laughter-loving Spring 

Leads on the merry hours. 
I long to meet the sun's warm glow, 

To breathe the pure, free air; 
To feel the wind upon my brow. 

Or flaunting witli my hair. 

Sweet May — the balmy, hopeful Llay, 

The darling of the year, 
Tlie mother of the blossoms gay 

Will soon be smiling here ; 
The Earth will be a garden vast. 

With day by day new charms. 
Till gentle Spring shall fall at last 

In blooming Summer's arms. 
Then heed not whose the woods may bo, 

Nor whose the fields and flowera ; 
For while to you and I they're free. 

We'll rove and think them oura. 
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XK TO ME ONLY WITH THINE EYES. 

[Bbv Joirsoir.] 

Dnnk to me only with thine eyes, 

And I will pledge with mine ; 
Or leave a kiss but in the cup, 

And I'll not look for wine. 
The thirst that from my soul doth ri;c 

Doth ask a drink divine ; 
I5ut might I of Jove's nectar sup, 

I would not change for thine. 

I sent thee late a rosy wreath. 

Not so much honouring thee. 
As giving it a hojpe that there 

It would not wither'd be ; 
But thou thereon didst only breathe, 

And sent it back to me ; 
Since then it grows and smells, I swear. 

Not of itself, but thee. 



BE WATCHFUL ! AND BEWAEE ! 

Fefpkrtb.]! tAfusic by C. W. Gloxz?., 

Seek not to know the future. 

Be happy while you may, 
Nor cloud with dark foreknowledge 

The sunshine of to-day. 
I see that you are hopeful, 

I read it in your eyes. 
And I can learn no more from 

The stars that gem the skies ; 
Trust not the outward seeming 

Of all who speak you fair: 
What has been, maiden, may be, 

Be watchful ! and beware ! 

I will not cheat you, maiden, 
My gipsy skill you seek, 

D 
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This only of the ftiture 

The gipsy girl can speak : — 
When flippant worldlings flatter, 

Let then your doubts begin, 
Take, maiden, for your counsel 

The " still small voice within :" 
If weak the heart of woman. 

Her stronghold, too, is there ; 
Guard then the fortress, conscience ! 

Be watchful ! and beware J 



t 



!: 



WHEN LOVELY WOMAN. 

Olivbb Goldsmith.] [_Mtuie by Gu. 

"When lovely woman stoops to folly, 
And finds too late that men betray. 

What charm can soothe her melancnoly, 
What art can wash her guilt away ? 

The only art her guilt to cover. 
To hide her shame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover, 
£iid wring his bDsom, is — ^to die. 



Ivi 



I 



UP IN THE MORNING OVER TI 
MOUNTAIN. 

C. Jbffbxyb.] [IftMtc by S. G] 

Up in the morning, over the mountain, 

I51ithe as a bird, I take my way : . 
Now by the streamlet, now oy the founts 

Gaily I sing my roundelay. 
Beautiful flowers spring up about me. 

Filling with odours the oalmy wind ; 
Care may pursue me, ah, never doubt m€ 

Tripping, I'll leave Hm, the churl, be! 
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Autumn and springtinie, winter and summer, 

Each, in its turn, hath charms for me ; 
Either may go, I welcome the comer, 

Glad in my heart of its company. 
Bleak winds may wail, tempests may roar. 

Green leaves mav wither and flowers decay ; 
Clouds may he dark as if no more 

Sunshine could drive their cold shadows away ; 
Yet in the morning, over the mountain, 

Blithe as a bird I take mv way ; 
Now by the streamlet, now by th© fountain, 

Gaily I sing my roundelay. 



THE EOSE WON MY BALCONY. 

W. M. Thackbeat.] [ir««c by Kitetz. 

The rose upon my balcony. 

The morniuff air perfuming. 
Was leafless all the winter time 

And pining for the spring ; 
You ask me why her breath is sweet, 

And why her cheek is blooming. 
It is because the sun is out 

And birds begin to sing. 

The nightingale, whose melodj 

Is through the greenwood rmging, 
Was silent when 2ie boughs were bare 

And winds were blowing keen, 
And if, mamma, you ask of me 

The reason of nis singing, 
It is because the sun is out 

And all the leaves are green. 

Thus each performs his part, mamma. 
The birds have found their voices. 

The blowing rose a flush, mamma^ 
Her bonny cheek to dye. 
j}2 
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There's sunshine in my heart, mamma, 
"Which wakens and rejoices, 

And so I sing and blush, mamma, 
And that's the reason why. 



WHEN WE TWO PAETER 

[LoBB BxBoir.] 

"When we two parted 

In silence and tears, 
Half broken-hearted, . 

To sever for years, 
Pale grew thy cheek and cold. 

Colder thy kiss ! 
Truly that hour foretold 

Sorrow to this. 

The dew of the morning 

Sunk chill on my brow ; 
It felt like the warning 

Of what 1 feel now. 
Thv vows are all broken, 

And light is thy fame ; 
I hear thy name spoken, 

And share in its shame. 

Tliey name thee before me, 

A knell to mine ear ; 
A shudder comes o'er me — 

"Why wert thou so dear ? 
Thev know not I know thee, 

"Who knew thee too well ! 
Long, long shall I rue thee, 

Too deeply to tell. 

In secret we met; 

In silence I grieve 
Tliat my heart would forget, 

Thy spirit deceive I 
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If I ahotild meet thee 

After long years, 
How should I greet thee ? 

With silence and tears ! 



VISIONS OF HAPPY DAYS. 

J. £. Cabputxxb.] [JbfMtc l>j G. Bjlxkzb. 

I had a dream of beauty, 

I thought the world was fair ; • 
I saw but youth around me, 

And flowers most sweet and rare ; 
Through floods of golden sunshine 

The streamlets seemed to flow, 
And sweet birds sung above me 
Their anthems soft and low. 
But, ah ! how sad the waking 

From flower, and bird, anu stream, 
But memories of my childhood 
Was that sweet, happy dream. 

A^sdn that dream of beauty 

It came to me in sleep, 
I thought that love and friendship 
CJould ne*er have cause to weep ; 
That truth was only spoken. 

That hearts were ever true, 
And that when beauty faded, 
Love could not perish, too ! 
How sad again the waking, 

'Twas hope's delusive beam ; 
I found that love and friendship 
Were fleeting as a dream. 



OH ! SPEAK TO HEE IN KINDNESS. 

C. JBrFBRTS.] IMuaic by S. Gloyxs. 

Speak ! O speak to her in kindness ! 
And thy child will turn lo IW^ \ 
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" More in sorrow than in anger" 
Should the mother's ^hidings be ; 

Let her feel when thon reprovest 
'Tis thy love that makes thee chide, 

And the heart will grow repentant 
Which had else been steel'd in pride. 

If again thy child offend thee, 

Be not tardy to forgive — 
For our days are not so many 

We should let resentment live : 
But a word — a look sufficeth, 

If thy kindness do but move ; 
And the mother's noblest triumph 

Is to win her child with love. 

There must come a day of parting, 

And how soon that day may be ! 
When her heart shall lose thy guidance, 

Or thy child be lost to thee : 
How 'twill solace then the mourner. 

How 'twill soften her regret, 
That no word was ever spoken 

Which the heart would fain forget. 



THE PLOUGHSHARE OF OLD ENGLAND. 

Eliza Cook.] IJfusic by E. J. Lossb. 

The sailor boasts his stately ship, 

The bulwark of the isle ; 
The soldier loves his sword, and sings 

Of tented plains the while ; 
But we will hang the ploughshare up 

Within our fathers' halls, 
And guard it as the deity 

Of plenteous festivals. 

We'll pluck the brilliant poppies 
And the far-famed barley-corn, 
' To wreathe with bursting wheat-ears 
That outshine the saffron mom ; 
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Well crown it with a glowing heart, . 

And pledge our fertile land, — 
The ploughshare of Old England 

And the sturdy peasant hand ! 

The work it does is good and blest, 

And ma^ he proudly told ; 
We see it in the teeming hams 

And fields of waving gold ; 
Its metal is unsullied, 

No hlood-stain lingers there : 
God speed it well, and let it 

Thrive unshackled everywhere ! 

The hark may rest upon the wave, 

The spear may gather dust ; 
But never may the prow that cuts 

The furrow lie and rust. 
Fill up, fill up, with glowing heart, 

And pledge our fertile land, — 
The ploughshare of Old England 

And the sturdy peasant hand ! 



THE ICE— THE ICE. 

J. E. Cabwrktsb.] tlfimc by W. H. Wbiss. 

The ice — the ice has a realm of his own, 
And he reigns a king on his northern throne ; 
Full many have tried, hut tried in vain 
To force & path through his wide domain ; 
There is many a mountain, hut never a tree, 
On that dreary and desolate northern sea. 
And the shifting shoals, and the drifting rocks. 
That the mariner scares and the pilot mocks. 
Oh ! the ice, the ice ! o'er land and sea, 

No monarch so mighty reigns as he. 

« 

The ice — the ice ! when he comes abroad 
His breath is as keen as the sharpest sword. 
And the mightiest despot man e'er made 
Must still succumb to ma Btxoxi^\i\^0&s!A^\ 
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For lie cbains th^ sea in his firm embrace, 
Aud the river he Vnnds to its resting-place ; 
And his banners have each a strange devicei 
For never alike are the shapes of the ice. 

Oh ! the ice, &c. 

The ice — the ice ! spite of many a ban 
He is often a stout, staunch friend to man ; 
For he gives him health when the skaters glide 
In mad, wild glee o'er the frozen tide : 
He cools the draught for the fevered lip. 
In the summer heat, when the cup we sip ; 
And he rids us of many a noisome thing 
Tliat would spread like a plague at returning sprini 

Oh ! the ice, &c. 

KING DEATH. 

Bassy COBirWALL.] [JlflMfe bj Nsusoxic 

King Death was a rare old fellow. 
He sat where no sun could shine, 

And he lifted his hand so yellow 
And pour'd out his coal-black wine. 
Hurrah! for the coal-black wine ! 

There came to him many a maiden 
Whose eyes had forgot to sliinc. 

And widows with grief o'erladen. 
For a draught of his coal-black wine. 
Hurrah ! for the coal-black wine ! 

The scholar left all his learning, 

The poet his fancied woes. 
And the beauty her bloom returning, 

Like life to the fading rose. 

Hurrah ! for the coal-black wino ! 

All came to the rare old fellow. 

Who laugh'd till his eyes dropp'd brino. 

And he gave them his hand so yellow, 
And pledged them in Death's black wino. 
Uunah 1 for the coal-black wine ! 
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THE BEOWN JUG. 

Jomr O'Exira.] [Jfunc by W. Shixld. 

Pear Tom, thitf brown jag that now foams with mild alo 
(Out of which I now drink to sweet Nan of the vale) 
Was once Toby Filpot, a thirstj old soul 
As e'er crack a a bottle or fathom'd a bowl. 
In boozing about 'twas his pride to excel| 
And among jolly topers he oore off the bell. 

It chanced, as in dog-days he sat at his ease 
In his flower-woven arbour, as gay as you please, 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing sorrow away, 
And with honest old stingo was soaking his clay, 
His breath-doors of life on a sudden were shut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorchester butt. 

His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 

And Time into clay had resolved it again, 

A potter found out in its covert so snug, 

And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug. 

Now sacred to friendship, to mirth, and mild ale ; 

So here's to my lovely sweet Nan of the vale. 



UNDER THE WALNUT TEEE. 

G. LiiriiBT.] [Jfiwtc by G. Lutlsy. 

Under the walnut tree dance with me, 
Gay as fairy elves we'll be, 

In some sylvan shade. 
Trip it lightly o'er the verdant meadow. 
Here no worldly sorrow shall our hearts invade. 

Under, &c. 

Oft by the glow-worm's light, 

Elfins gay and spirits bright 

Meet beneath the branches' height, 

And dance till peep of mom. 
Tripping lightly o'er the verdant meadow. 

Night's pale nectar quaffing 
From the woodbine's Yioin.. 
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MY EOY TAMMY. 

[IISCTOB MaCKZIL.3 

" WTiar hae ye been a' day, 

My boy Tammy?" 
" I've been by bum and flow'ry brac, 
Meadow green and mountain grey, 
Courting o' this young thing, 

Just come frae her mammy." 

" And wliar gat ye that young thing, 

My boy Tammy ?^' 
" I got her down in yonder howe, 
Smiling on a bonnie knowe. 
Herding ae wee lamb and ewe 

For her poor mammy." 

" What said ye to the bonnie bairn, 

My boy Tammy ?" 
" I praised her een sae lovely blue, 
Her dimpled cheek and cherry mou' ; 
I pree'd it aft, as ye may trow, — 

She said she'd tell her mammy. 

*' I held her to my beating heart, 

My young, my smiling lammio ; 

I hae a house, it cost me dear, 

I've walth o' plenishen and gear ; 

Yc'se get it a , were't ten times mnir, 
Gin ye will leave your mammy. 

The smile ga'cd afi' her bonnie face — 
* I maun a leave my mammy ; 

She's gien me meat, she's gien me claisc. 

She's been my comfort a' my days ; 

My father's death brought monny wacs : 
I canna leave my mammy.* 

* We'll tak her hame and mak her fain. 
My ain kind-hearted lamaiie \ 



» f» 
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We'll gie her meat, we'll gie her claise, 
We'll be her comfort a' her days/ 
The wee thing gies her hand and says, 

' There, gang and ask my mammy. 

" Has she been to the kirk wi' thee, 

My boy Tammy ?" 
" She has been to the kirk wi' me, 
And the tear was in her ee : 
For, oh, she's but a young thing, 

Just come frae her mammy l" 



DEAE OLD MOTHEE ENGLAKD. 

C. Jbffsbts.] [ifiMie by S. Gmteb. 

ENGLAND. 

Dear old Mother England, 

Happy Mother England, 
To laud thy fame I breathe thy name, 

And that's enough, dear England ! 
Let foreign tongues against thee rail, 

And brother strive gainst brother, 
Yet ill befall the recreant son' 

Who dare traduce his mother. 
Dear old Mother England, 

Happy Mother England, 
To laud thy fame I breathe thy name, 

And that's enough, dear England! 

SCOTLAND.' 

Health to thee, old Scotland, 

Blithe and bonnie Scotland ! 
The bravo and free on land and sea 

Revere thy name, dear Scotland ! 
Twin sisters are our British Isles, 

Both famed in olden stoiy ; 
And side by side each emulates 

And boasts the ol\i«x'« ^^t^* 
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Health to thee, old Scotland ! 

Blithe and bonnie Scotland ! 
The brave and free on land and sea 

Bevere thj name, dear Scotland ! 

IBELAND. 

Here's to good old Ireland, 

Frank and fearless Ireland ! 
The dawning rays of happy days 

Are shining on old Ireland. 
Above her soon, '0 may the noon 

Its glories be revealing ; 
So shall they be, these sisters three, 

But one in heart and feeling. 
Here's to good old Ireland, 

Frank and fearless Ireland ! 
The dawning rays of happy days 

Are shining on old Ireland. 

THE QUEES*. 

Health to Qaeen Victoria ! 

Long life to Victoria ! 
On sea and shore all hearts adore 

The name of good Victoria. 
With ready hands and willing hearts 

Oar homage now we render ; 
And while her kingdoms own a man 

She'll ne'er want a defender. 
Health to Queen Victoria I 

Long life to Victoria ! 
On sea and shore all hearts adore 

The name of good Victoria! 



DAME DUEDEN. 

[Airoimcous.] 
Dame Burden kept five serving girls 

To carry the miUdng-pail ; 
She also kept five labouring men 

To use the s|MMld and fiaiL 
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'Twas Moll and Bet, and Doll and Kate, and Dorothy 

Draggletail, 
And John and Dick, and Joe and Jack, and flomphrey 
with his flail. 

Twaa John kiss'd Molly, 
And Dick kissed Betty, 
And Joe kiss'd Dolly, 

And Jack kissed Katty, 
And Dorothy Dra^gletail, 
And Humphrey with his flail. 
And Kitty was a chi^ming girl to carry the milking- 
pail. 

Dame Darden in the mom so soon 

She did hegin to call ; 
To rouse her servants, maids and men, 
She then hegan to hawl. 
'Twas Moll and Bet, and Doll and Kate, and Dorothy 

Draggletail, 
And John and Dick, and Joe and Jack, and Humphrey 
with his flail. 

'Twas John kissed Molly, &c, 

*Twa8 on the mom of Valentine, 

The birds began to prate, 
Dame Durden's servants, maids and men. 
They all began to mate. 
'Twas Moll and Bet, and Doll and Kate, and Dorothy 

Draggletail, 
Axid John and Dick, and Joe and Jack, and Humphrey 
with his flail. 

Twas John kis8*d Molly, 
And Dick kiss'd Betty, 
And Joe kissM Dolly, 

And Jack kiss'd Katty, 
And Dorothy Draggletail, 
And Humphrey with his flail, 
And Kitty was a charming girl to carry the milking- 
pail. 
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I STILL LOVE THEE. 

J. E. Cabpxktzb.] [Mu$ic by S. Qtoyn, 

I still love thee, I still love thee, 

I heed not what they say ; 
Though others may have tempted me, 

I must my heart obey : 
Thev tell me, when they hear thy name. 

That it can never be ; 
I only know that, praise or blame, 

I still love thee. 

AVhen first I loved I knew not then 

Another claimed thy heart, 
And bitter was the feeling when 

I found that we must part ; 
But, though you never can be mine. 

Speak kindlv still to me, 
And then my heart will ne'er repine— 

I still love thee ! 

I still love thee, yet deem not now 

That I thy love would share, 
Or bid thee break thy plight-ed vow 

To one, perchance, more fair ; 
I ask thee only to retain 

Some gentle thoughts of me, 
For I can never love again 

As I love thee ! 



I'LL SmG SWEET SONGS TO THEE. 

J. E. Cabpsztteb.] JiMuaic by E. L. 

\\'hcn the summer sun is shining, 

As the woods we rove along, 
ITand-in-hand — like flowers entwining— 

I will cheer thee with my song ; 
AVhcn the autumn winds are signing, 

And the leaves fall from the tree, 
As we watch them round us lying 

I will fling sweet songs to thee. 



u 
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When thy brow looks pale with Borrow, 

When thine eve lets full the tear, 
I will strive to cneer thy morrow, 

For thou then wilt be more dear ; 
From thj brow each cloud shall vanish, 

Clinging fondly still to me, 
Every care my lays shall banish. 

For 111 sing sweet songs to thcc. 

Of the past 1*11 weave a story 

That shall still to thee be dear. 
Songs of love and lays of glory. 

Lofty dame and Cavalier ; — 
True hearts met that long had parted, 

Legends old o^Iand and sea. 
Of the brave and gentle-hearted, — 

I will sing sweet songs to thee. 



THE GRASP OF FRIENDSHIFS HAND. 

J. M. Mabtdt.] IJIIiuie by W. Wilsow. 

Give me the grasp that is warm, kind, and ready. 
Give me the grasp that is calm, true, and steady ; 
Give me the baud that will never deceive me — 
Give me its grasp, that I aye may believe thee. 
Soil is the palm of the delicate woman ; 
Hard is the hand of the rough, sturdy yeoman : 
Soft palm or hard palm, it matters not—never, 
Give me the hand that is friendly for ever ! 

Give me the hand that is true as a brother ; 
Give me the hand that has harm'd not another ; 
Give me the hand that has never foreswore it ; 
Give me its grasp, that I aye may adore it. 
Lovely the palm of the fair blue-eyed maiden ; 
Homy the hand of the workman o'erladen ; 
Lovely or ugly, it matters not — never, 
Give me the hand that is iriexidV^ lot ^n^\\ 
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Give me the grasp that is honest and hearty, 
Free as the hreeze, and unshackled by party ; 
Let Friendship give me the grasps that become her. 
Close as the twine of the vines in the summer. 
Give me the hand that is true as a brother ; 
Give me the hand that has wrong'd not another ; 
Soft palm or hard palm, it matters not — never, 
Give me the hand that is friendly for ever ! 



OH, YE TEAES ! OH, YE TEAES ! 

Chaslss Mageay.] [Jftwte by Sir H. B. Bishop. 

Oh, ye tears ! oh, ye tears ! that have long refused to 
flow, 

Ye are welcome to my heart, thawing like the snow ; 

The ice-bound clod has yielded, and the early snow- 
drops spring, 

And the healing fountains gush, and the wilderness- 
shall sing. 

Oh, ye tears ! oh, ye tears ! I am thankful that yo 

run. 
Though ye come from cold and dark, ye shall glitter 

in the sun ; 
The rainbow cannot cheer us, if the showers refuse to 

fall, 
And the eyes that cannot weep are the saddest eyes of 

aU. 

Oh, ye tears! oh, ye tears! ye relieve me of my 

pain. 
And the barren rock of Pride has been stricken once 

again ;. 
Like the rock the prophet open'd, 'mid the desert's 

burning sand, 
It shall yield the living stream to make gladness in the 



P0PT7LAB SOKOS. C3 

Oil, ye tears ! oh, je tears ! there is sunshine in my 

heart, 
And the leaf and fruit of life shall not utterly depart ; 
Ye restore to me th^ freshness and the bloom oi long 

Oh, ye tears ! happy tears ! I am thankful that yo flow. 



HYMIT TO THE NIGHT. 

LoNGJELLOW.] IMunc by S. Gloyzs. 

I heard the trailing garments of the night 

Sweep through the marble halls ! 
I saw her sable skirts all fringed with light 

From the celestial walls ! 
I felt her presence, by its spell of might, 

Stoop er mc from above : 
The calm majestic presence of the niglit, 

As of the one I love. 

I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight, 

The manifold soft chimes. 
That fill the haunted chambers of the night, 

Like some old poet's rhymes. 
From the cool cisterns of the midnight air 

My spirit drank repose ; 
Tlic fountain of perpetual peace flows there. 

From those deep cisterns flows. 

holy night ! from thee I learn to bear 

What man has borne before ! 
Thou lay'st thy finger on the lips of care, * 

And they complain no more. 
Peace ! peace! Orcstes-like I breathe this pra^^'r! 

Descend, with broad-wing'd flight, 
The welcome, the thrice pray'd for, the most fair. 

The best beloved night. 
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THERE IS SOMETHma YE MAT DO I 

[Fbxdbxicx EirocH.] 

Brethren, in this life's existence, 

Though hut humhle he your parts, 
Let not fear uphuild resistance, 

To the dictates of your hearts. 
Fear of ridicule and scorning, 

Of oppression's thralling hand ; 
For a better time is dawning, 

Brighter moments are at hand. 
Come they fast, or come they slowly, 

It depends alone on you ; 
If ye are but somewhat lowly, 

There is something ye may do. 

Something while one tithe of grieving 

Through the land its shadows casts, 
"While one burden wants relieving, 

While one hungry being fasts. 
While there is one spirit striving 

Truth's progression to resist, 
Or a vamish'd cheat is living, 

Or a blazon'd wrong exist. 
Single hand would move but slowly. 

Many are begot of few ; 
Though ye are out somewhat lowly, 

There is something ye may do. 

Something, if your hand is willing. 

While mey robe fair Truth in shame, 
While Oppression's wholesale killing 

Taints and blots a nation's name. 
Waves combined create an ocean. 

Forests are but single leaves, 
Gather'd winds a tempest's motion. 

Single ears make harvest's sheaves. 
Thus each deed shall prove — ^though slowly. 

Time may give its work to view, — 
Thus, in fellowship, though lowly. 

There is something ye may do. 
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Every little act is telling, 

In the giant scale of time ; 
And, however small, is swelling 

High each bulwark against crime. 
Every truthful deed is tending. 

In its moving, still to prove 
The all-linking, all-defending 

Power and majesty of love. 
Speed ye then I and let the holy 

Zeal for right, each deed imbuo. 
Ye shall be, however lowly. 

Working good in what ye do. 



THE BLIND BOY'S BEEN AT PLAY, 

MOTHER. 

[Eliza Cook.] 

The blind boy's been at play, mother, 

And merry games we nad ; 
We led him on our way, mother, 

And every step was glad. 
But when we found a starry flower, 

And praised its varied hue, 
A tear came trembling down his check. 

Just like a drop of dew. 

We took him to the mill, mother. 

Where falling waters made 
A rainbow o'er the rill, mother, 

As golden sun-rays played ; 
But when we shouted at the scene, 

And hailed the clear blue sky, 
He stood quite still upon the. bank. 

And breathed a long, long sigh. 

We asked him why he wept, mother, 

Whene'er we found the spots 
Where periwinkle crept, mother, 

O'er wild forget-me-nots : 
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"Ah, me !" lie said, wliile tears ran dowL 
As fast as summer showers, 

" It is hecause I cannot see 
The sonshine and the flowers." 

Oh, that poor sightless hoy, mother, 

Has taught mc I am blest. 
For I can look with joy, mother, 

On all I love the best. 
And when I see the dancing stream, 

And daisies red and white, 
I'll kneel upon the meadow sod; 

And thank my God for sight. 



I WOULD NOT FOEGET. 

[Fbesbbice Eirocn.] 

1 would not forget the dear scenes of my youth, 

For all the relief that forgetftilness gives, 
But cling to each dream of that season of truth, 

Although with a semblance of sorrow it lives ; 
I know that through sorrows the bright pathway lies, 

As beams on that pathway I look back to them ; 
Each thought that I see from those moments arise, 

But turns every tear, with its light, to a gem. 

I would not forget the dear scenes of my youth, 

Though each vision, new-gazed on, is dim with my 
tears, 
For I know o'er the tempest of anguish the truth 

Has built up an azure no cloud ever sears : 
Thus finding that sorrow but chastens — not mars — 

I would not give life, by one soft'ning of pain, 
An eve with no sunbeams to thread the first stars, 

Or token the rise of its lustre again. 
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THEY SAY I'M OLD. 

[Ebbihbzbb Elliott.] • 

Thev say I'm old ; because I'm grey, 
The aged bard, they now call mc ! 

But grey or green, I boldly say 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 

Tliougb sixty years and ten may doom 
Tired men to rest with worms and me; 

^Vith sixty gone, and ten to come, 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 

My eyes flash flame, my heart is glad, 

When poor men shake their sides with glee ; 

And though they cry, " Come on, old lad !" 
We're not old yet^ but mean to be. 

While soars the skylark high and higher, 
And bids the mountains wake to see 

How mom can fill my veins with fire, 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 

Tliou brightening cloud, that sail'st afar 
Where screams the falcon, wheeling free ! 

Tell yonder fading, winking star. 
We're not old yet, but mean to be. 



IF I HAD KNOWN THOU COULDST 
HAVE DIED. 

[The Rev. Chaslzs Wolfb.] 

K I had known thou couldst have died, 

I might not have wept for thee : 
But I forgot when by tny side, 

That thou couldst mortal be : 
Tt never through my mind had past. 

The time would e'er be o'er, 
That I on thee should look my last, 

And thou shouldst smile no m^x^V. 
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And still upon that face I look, 

And think 'twill smile again ; 
•- And still the thought I will not hrook, 

That I must look in Tain ! 
But when I speak thou dost not say 

What thou ne*er leftist unsaid ; 
And now I feel, as well I may, 

S^^eet Mary! thou art dead! 

If thou wouldst stay, e*en as thou art, 

All cold, and all serene — 
I still might press thy silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have heen ! 
While e'en thy chill, hleak corse I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own ; 
But there I lay thee in thy grave — 

And I am now alone I 

I do not think, where'er thou art. 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 
And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart, 

In thinking, too, of thee ! 
Yet there was round thee such a dawn 

Of light ne'er seen before. 
As fancy never could have drawn, 

And never can restore. 



SONG TO THE OLD AJS^D ITEW YEA! 

A. Tbmtttsok.] [3f«*»e by J. Blocklit 

King out wild bells to the wild sky, 
The flying cloud, the frosty light : 
The year is dying in the night ; 

King out, wild bells, and let him die. 



Ein^ out the old, ring in the new, 
King, happy bells, across the snow ; 
The year is going — ^let him go — 

Bing out the fwse, ring in the true. 
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Iting ont the grief that saps the mind, 
' For those that here we see no more ; 
/ King out the feud of rich and poor — 
Eing m redress to all mankind. 

King out a slowly djing CAUse, 
And ancient forms of party strife ; 
Ring in the nobler modes of life, 

"With sweeter manners, purer laws. 

Eing out the want, the care, the sin, 
The faithless coldness of the times ; 
Eing out, ring out my mournful rhymes,* 

But ring the fuller minstrel in. 

Eing out false pride in place and blood, 

The ciyic slander ana the spite ; 

Ring in the love of truth and right— 
Eing in the common love of good. 

Eing out old shapes of foul disease — 
Eing out the narrowing lust of gold ; 
Eing out the thousand wars of old — 

Ring m the thousand years of peace. 

Eing in the valiant man and free, 
The larger heart, the kindlier hand ; 
Eing out the daricness of the land — 

Eing in the Christ that is to be ! 



THE WINTEE TEEE. 

Xliza Cook.] [Iftwtc by J. Blocklxt. 

What a happy life was mine, 

When the sunbeams used to twine 
Like golden threads about my summer suit! 

When my warp and woof of green 

Let enough of light between 
Just to dry the dew that lingered at my root. 
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What troops of friends I had 

When my form was richly clad, 
And I was fair 'mid fairest things of earth ! 

Good company came romid, 

And I heard no rougher sound 
Than Childhood's laugh in bold and leaping mu'th. 

The old man sat him down 

To note my emerald crown, 
And rest beneath my branches thick and bright ; 

The squirrel on my spray 

Kept swinging all the day, 
And tne song-birds chattered to me through the night, 

Tlie dreaming poet laid 

His soft harp in my shade, 
And sung my beauty, chorused by the beo ; 

The village maiden came, 

To read her own dear name 
Can'cd on my bark, and bless the broad green trco. 

Tlie merry music breathed, 

"While the bounding dancers wreathed 
In mazy windings round my giant stem ; 

And the joyous words they poured, 

As they trod the chequered sward, 
Told the green tree was a worshipped thing by them. 

Oh ! what troops of friends I had 

To make my strong heart glad, 
What kind ones answered to my rustling call ! 

I was hailed with smiling praise, 

In the glowing summer oays. 
And the beautiful green tree was loved by all. 

But the bleak wind hath swept by, 

And the grey cloud dimmed the sky, 
My latest leaf has left my inmost bough ; 

1 creak in grating tones, 

Like the skeleton's bleached tones, 
And not a footstep seeks the old tree now. 



POPULAS SOKOS. 73 

I stand at moming^s dawn, 

The cheerless and forlorn ; 
The snnset comes and finds me still alone ; 

The mates who shared mj bloom 

Have left me in mj gloom ; 
Birds, poet, dancers, cmldreu — ^all are gone. 

The hearts that toruM this way 

When I stood in fine array 
Forsake me now as though I ceased to be ; 

I win no painter's gaze — 

I hoar no minstrel's lays — 
The very nest falls from the leafless tree. 

But the kind and merry train 

AVill be sure to come again. 
With love and smiles as ready as of yoro ; 

I must only wait to wear 

^ly robe so rich and fair, 
And they will throng as they have throng*d before. 

Oh ! ye who dwell in pride. 

With parasites beside, 
Only lose your summer green leaves, and ye'U see 

That the courtly friends will change 

Into things all cold and strange. 
And forget ye as they do the winter tree I 



THE LAEK. 

[Jakes Hooa.] 

Bird of the wilderness. 

Blithesome and cumberless. 
Sweet be thy matin o'er moorland and lea I 

Emblem of happiness, 

Bless'd is thy dwelling-place ; 
Oh ! to abide in the desert with tli^eV 
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Wild 18 thy lay and loud, 

Far in the downy cloud ; 
Love gives it energy, love gave it birth ! 

Where on the dewy wing, 

Where art thou journeying? 
Thy lay is in heaven, thy love is on earth. 

0*er fell and mountain sheen, 

0*er moor and mountain green, 
O^er the red streamer that heralds the day : 

Over the cloudlet dim, 

Over the rainbow's rim. 
Musical cherub — ^hie, hie thee away ! 

Then when the gloaming comes, 

Low in the heather blooms 
Sweet will thy welcome and bed of love be ; 

Bird of the wilderness, 

Bless'd is thy dwelling-place : 
Oh ! to abide in the desert with thee ! 



SALLY m OUE ALLEY. 

H. CjLBBT.] lUutic by H. CjlbST. 

Of all the girls that are so smart. 

There's none like pretty Ssdly— 
She is the darling oi my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 
There's ne'er a lady in the land 

That's half so sweet as Sally — 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives m our alley. 

Her father he makes cabbage nets, 

And through the streets doth cry 'em, 
Her mother, she sells laces long 

To such as please to buy 'em. 
But sure such folks could never own 

So sweet a girl as Sally — 
She is the darmi^ of my heart. 

And ibe iiyei m cm alley. 
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When she is by I leave my work — 

1 love her so sincerely, 
lly master comes, like any Turk, 

And bangs me most severely. 
But let him bang me till he's tired, 

I'll bear it all for Sally— 
JShe is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in onr alley. 

Of all the days that*re in the week 

I dearly love but one day, 
And that s the day that comes between 

The Saturday and Monday, 
For then I'm drest all in my best, 

To walk abroad with Sally — 
She is the darling of my heart, 

And she lives in our alley. 

When Christmas comes about again. 

Oh, then I shall have money — 
111 hoard it up, and box and all 

I'll give it to my honey. 
And would it were ten thousand pounJp, 

I'd give it all to Sally- 
She is the darling of my heart. 

And she lives in our alley. 

liy master and the neighbours all 

Make game of me and Sally, 
And but for her I'd better be 

A slave and row a galley. 
But when my seven long years are cut, 

Oh ! then 111 marry Sally ; 
Oh ! then how happy we shall be. 



Bat not in our 



■ppy^ 

alley. 



FLAG OF BEITANNIA. 

Oapt CoAiOBB.] [JfMic by J. P. Kvighc 

Land of the loyal and isle of the free, 
The bulwark of freedom and Queen of the Be^ 

b2 
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jfark t bark ! to the Mund of tlie cannon afar, 
1 iio cry of invaders — the bloodhounds of war. 

Arm, arm, and advance, lx>ys, 

Nor e*er look askance, hoyn ; 
(>ttr hulwarits at foreijgn invasion may smile, 
AVliilst the flag of Britannia still waves o'er onr isle. 

Whilst the flag, &c. 

IVom the Tay to the Tweed, from the south to the north, 
Arise, ye bravo people — come daringly forth ; 
Ami, arm the brave yeomen ! the tyrant may come, 
To fetiiko at your freedom and pillage vour home ! 

Arm, arm, and advance, boys, &c. 
]fiul, Liberty, hail! may thy torch, ever bright, 
Jllumino the naiions in slavery's night! ' 
May they learn from the land of the brave and the free 
Wliut freedom with loyalty ever should be! 

Arm, arm, and advance, boys, &c. 



I LOVE TO FOLLOW THE HOXEY BEE. 

J. p. DovotJLS.] IMuiio by 0. Gloymb, 

I love to follow the honey-bee 

In lonely summer bowers, 
And watcii the wings, so light and free, 

As they glance among the flowers. 
A reveller bold, without a care, 

It trolls its merry lay. 
And drinks a vintage bright and rare 

The livelong summer day. 

Wlicn first I foUow'd the honcy-bco 

A reveller bold was I ; 
A step more light, a hetut more free, 

Wore not beneath the sky. 
Tlio wine of hope I gailv quaff'd 

In wild, untlnnking glee : 
I sung, I pltty'd, I danced, I laugh 'd — 

Oi); life was bright to me ! 
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Far away in heathery dclli, 

By music-hauntod streams, 
AVhosc hanks of fem and wild hluchollfl 

Bloom freshly in my dreams. 
These were my old familiar haunts, 

The dearest yet to me, 
And ever, as then, my spirit pants 

To ioUow the honey -hee. 



THE WINDS WHISTLE COLD. 

D. TXBSY.] IMutie by Bmhop. 

Tlie winds whistle cold, 

And the stars glimmer red ; 
The flocks are in fold. 

And the cattle in shed. 
When the hoar-frost was chill 
Upon moorland and hill, 
And was fringing the forest hough, 
Our fathers would troll 
The bonny brown bowl. 

And so will wc do now, 

Jolly hearts ! 
And so will we do now I 

Gaifer Winter may seize 
Upon milk in the pciil ; 
*Twill be long ere he freeze 
The bold brandy and ale I 
For our fathers so bold, 
They laugh'd at the cold. 
When Boreas was bending his brow ; 
For they quafiTd mighty ale, 
And they told a blithe tale. 
And so will we do now. 

Jolly hearts ! 
And so will we do now 
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THE HOME OF THE HEAET. 

[FSXDXBICK EVOCH.] 

The heart has many a dwelling spot 

On lifetime's pilgrim way, 
In many a land where human lot 

Leads hmnan foot to stray ; 
But time, nor change, can e'er efface 

This truth, where'er we roam — 
That the heart has many a dwelling-place, 

But only once a home. 

The cot may for a palace change 

By Fortune's golden spell ; 
But this can ne'er our love estrange 

From what the past can tell ; 
That truth, which memory loves to trace, 

Still lives beneath the dome — 
That the heart has many a dwelling-place. 

But only once a home. 

Younff filial love, all given by time 

To be our help and stay, 
"With sunny beam and voiceful chime 

May light and cheer our way ; 
But from the past each voice and face. 

Dear, sacred proofs will come — 
That the heart has many a dwelling-place. 

But only once a home. 



IS THEEE A HEAET. 

S. J. Abnold.] [JfttMc by J. BbiehL 

Is there a heart that never loved, 

Nor felt soft woman's sigh ? 
Is there a man can mark unmoved 

Dear woman's tearful eye ? 
Oil, bear him to some distant shore, 

Or solitary cell. 
Where nought but savage monsters roar, 

Where love ne'er deigned to d^eW.. 
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For t]iere*8 a chann in troman's ej% 

A language in her tear, 
A spell in every sacred sigh. 

To man — to virtoe dear; 
And he who can resist her smiles 

With bnites alone should live, 
Nor taste that joy which care beguiles — 

That joy her virtnes give. 



BEAR AND FOEBEAE. 

J. E. Ci-SPBiTTiB.] IMtuie by L. Phiixips. 

Bear and forbear, whatsoever be your station ; 

Some there must be both to give and receive. 
What could avail all the wealth of the nation, 

Were it not meant to assist and relieve ? 
Some there must be to produce by their labour, 

Some to consume when the seed ripens fair. 
Is there a man bat depends on his neighbour ? 

All nature teaches us — ^bear and forbear ! 

Bear and forbear — what's the use of oppression ? 

The spirit of truth it can never bo crnsh'd ? 
Why should we covet mere worldly possession? 

The loud voice of justice can never be hushM. 
Be sure, in good time, there will come restitution — 

Was not the earth made for all men to share? 
And He who made, wisely, the first distribution, 

Still teaches us all we should bear and forbear. 



IXROWN IT m TEE BOWL. 

AiroVTUOUs.] IMutic by Obxet 

The glasses sparkle on the board. 

The wine is ruby bright, 
The reign of pleasure is restored— 

Of ease and fond delight. 
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The 6mj is goae, llie w^kt's ov ov3^ 

Tbea ki w feait &e wol; 
If any care or pain 






drovn it m tke bovL 



Tins vorU, tlieT nj, 's « raid of we; 

Birt tlttt I do da J : 
Can aomrw from fbe goblet ^jw. 

Or pom from beaatr'^s ere ? 
Tbe viae are Ibois wnii aD tbeir nile% 

When ther voold jovs ooDtrol ; 
If liSb't a paiB, 1 sa J again. 

Let's dionrn it in the bovL 

That time ffies Ust the poet sii^; 

Then snrel j it is wise 
In ro^ wine to dip his wb^i^ 

And seize him as he flies. 
This night is ours ; then strew with lowers 

The moments as the j roD : 
If an J care or pain remain, 

Wh J, dnnm it in the howL 



doxt: say one tsy^g axd keks 

ANOTHER. 

C. SwAnr.] llfmsie hj W. Piuna* 

The little lane, the greenwood lane. 

Where Marjr dwelt, was gaj with snging ; 
For brook and bird in manj a strain 

Down Tale and moor then* notes were flinging; 
But Mary's heart was deaf to song, 

No longer she her tears coold smother; 
For she had learnt at last Hwas wrong 

To saj one thing and mean another. 

*Tis rieht, 'tis doe, when hearts are trae. 
To show that heart without deceiTing, 

And not to speak in idle freak 
To try il oDe'$ the power oC gne^ing. 
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In MaiT*B heart and Marj^s mind 
She (oved one youth and loTcd no other; 

Bat Mary's tongue was oft inclined 
To say one thing and mean another. 

Would all might see how sweet 'twould be 

If truth alone their words directed : 
How many a day mi^ht then be gay 

That passeth now m tears de)ected I 
Would ail might learn and all discern 

That truth keeps longest friend or brother ! 
Then maids be kind and speak your mind. 

Nor say one thing and mean another. 



THE BAEEING O' THE DOOE. 

jroimcors.] IScotchAir. 

It fell about the Martinmas time, 

And a gay time it was than, 
When our gudewife got puddings to mak\ 

And she boil'd them in the pan. 

The wind sae cauld blew east and north. 

It blew into the floor : 
Quoth our gudeman to our gudewife, 

" Gae out and bar the door." 

" My hand is in my hussy'f skap, 

Gudeman, as ye may see ; 
An' it shou'd nae be barr'd this hundred year, 

It*fl no be barr'd for me." 

They made a paction 'tween them twa, 

Tnev made it firm and sure, 
That the first word whae'er shou'd speak 

Shou'd rise and bar the door. 

Then by there came twa gentlemen 

At twelve o'clock at night, 
And they could neither see hoTja^^ Tiot W\^ 

Nor coal nor caiidld ^\it. 
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" Now whether is this a rich man's house, 

Or whether is it a poor ?" 
But never a word wad ane o' them speak, 

For barring o* the door. 

And first they ate the white puddings. 

And then they ate the black ; 
Though muckle thought the gudewife to hersel*, 

Yet ne'er a word she spak'. 

Then said the one unto the other, 

" Here, man, tak' ve my knife ; 
Do ye tak' aff the auld man's beard, 

And I'll kiss the gudewifo." 

" But there's nae water in the house, 

And what shall we do than?" 
"What ails ye at the puddin' broo 

That boils into the pan ?" 

Oh, up then started our gudeman, 

And an angry man was he : 
"Will ye kiss my wife before my een, 

And scad me wi' pudding brce ?" 

Then up and started our gudewife, 

Gied three skips on the floor : 
" Gudeman, ye've spoken the foremost word, — 

Get up and bar the door." 



THE WHISPEEED WOED. 

J. E. Cabpbitieb.] [Music by C. W. Gloybb. 

Where the breeze with the blossom was playing, 
And the bee woo'd the flowers in the deD, 

How I ventured alone to be straying 
Is a secret I don't mean to tell ; 

Who came there by cliance is another 

That some day admitted may be, 
JBne the secret of all is, dear mother, 

^e word that he whispered to me. 
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Bid we ask of the wind, softly sighing, 

What it whisper'd at eve to the flowers, 
Don't you think that the hreezes, replying, 

Would say — that's a secret of ours ? 
So vows that in silence are spoken 

If true, ne'er repeated should be, 
And I know that 'twill never be broken, 

ITie word that he whisper'd to me. 



YOUTH'S FIRST LESSON. 

L. Blxnchabd.] IJfusie by L. PniLLiPS, 

Laughing in the sunshine 

Came a merry child, 
Bee, and bird, and blossom, 

Each in turn beguiled ; 
'Kerchief full of flowers. 

Features full of joy, 
Lightly o'er the meadows 

Ran this happy boy. 

Sporting in the sunshine. 

Elfin of the spring, 
Came a glittering butterfly 

On its gauzy wing ; 
Swift the child pursued it. 

And tripp'd, through heedless look ; 
All his scatter'd flowers 

Went drifting down the brooii. 

Dreaming in the sunshine 

Sat a gentle sage, 
Watching youth's first lesson 

In life's varied page ; 
" Thus," he said, "do mortals 

Gather bitter fruit. 
What is in possession 

Losing in pursvut." 
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WISDOM, BEAUTY, LOVE, AND HOPE. 

J. Stoitbhoubi.] IMutie by F. Thislwixl. 

The momingsnn sbone bright above, 
As Beauty, Wisdom, Hope, and Love 
Engaged a boat with jest and glee 
To sail upon life's shining sea. 
Love handed beautv in with grace 
And took himself tne steersman's place, 
Then Hope sat down to ply the oar, 
When lot the boat could hold no more ; 
So Wisdom stay*d behind. 

On, on they sped, the merry crew, 
Until the land was lost to view ; 
Nor did they heed the daylight's close 
Until the winds and waves arose. 
Before the gale the boat was borne, 
And from the mast the sail was torn ; 
Alone did Hope look calm above ; 
Poor Beauty wept, and blamed young Love 
That Wisdom stay'd behind. 

The storm increased, but still the boat 
By Love and Hope was kept afloat, 
And when the peril seem'd the most. 
Brave Beauty took the helmsman's post ; 
Oh I pale and sad, no words of blame 
Fell from her lips till daylight came ; 
Day found them on a friendly shore, 
Besolved to put to sea no more 

If Wisdom stay'd behind. 



THE PEASANTEY OF ENGLAND. 

C. Swxiir.] IMutie by E. J. Lodbb. 

The peasantry of England, 

The merry hearts and free, 
The sword may boast a braver band, 
I^ut give the scytbe to me \ 
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Give me the fame of industry 

With all your classic tomes ; — 
God guard the English peasantry 

And grant them happy homes. 

The sinews of old England, 

The bulwarks of the soil ! 
How much we owe each manly hand 

Thus fearless of its toil ; 
Oh ! he who love's the harvest free 

Will sing, where'er he roams, 
God bless the English peasantry 

And grant them happy homes ! 

God speed the plough of England ! 

We 11 hail it with three cheers ; 
And here's to whose labour planned 

The all which life endears. 
May still the wealth of industry 

Be seen where er man roams ; 
God bless the English peasantry 

And grant them happy homes .' 



THE LIGHT GUITAE. 

H. S. Vaitoyb:.] [Jfttwo by J. Bxvirsii. 

0, leave the gay and festive sceneSy 

The halls of dazzling light, 
And rove with me through forests green, 

Beneath the silent night : 
There as we watch the lingering rays 

That shine from every star, 
I'll sing a song of happier days, 

And strike the light guitar. 

And strike the light guitar, &c. 

I'll tell thee how a maiden wept 
When her true knight was slain. 

And how her broken spint s\«^t, 
And never Yroke agim.\ 
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I'll tell thee how the steed drew nigh, 

And left his lord afar. 
But if my tale should make thee sigh, 

I'll strike the light guitar. 

I'll sing a song, &c. 



THE WELSH HAEPER, 

J. S. KirowLKS.] [3jr«*tc by T. Smhu. 

Over the sunny hills I stray, 

Tuning many a rustic lay ; 

And sometimes in the shadowy vales 

I sin^ of love and battle tales : 

Memly thus I spend my life, 

Though poor, my breast is free from strife : 

A blithe old harper call'd am I, 

In the Welsh vales, 'mid mountains high. 

Sometimes before a castle-gate, 

In song a battle I relate ; 

Or how a lord, in shepherd's guise. 

Sought favour in a virgin's eyes. 

With rich and poor a welcome guest, 

No cares intrude upon m v breast : 

The blithe old harper call'd am I, 

In the Welsh vales, 'mid mountains high. 

When Sol illumes the western sky, 
And evening zephyrs softly sigh, 
Oft time on villtige green 1 play. 
While round me dance the rustics gay ; 
And oft, when veiFd by sable night, 
The wand'riuff shepherds I delist : 
The blithe old harper call'd am Ij 
In the Welsh vales, 'mid mountains high. 
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THINE IMAGE I CAN NE'EE FORGET. 

Lobs Btboh.] [lf««je by J. M. Jollt. 

Sweet girl ! though only once we met, 
That meeting I shall ne'er forget ; 
And though we ne'er may meet again, 
Bemcmbrance w^ill thy Ibrm retain. 
In vain I check the using sighs, 
Another to the last replies ; 
Perhaps this is not love, but yet 
Our meeting 1 can ne'er forget. 

What though we never silence broke. 
Our eyes a sweeter language spoke ; 
The tongue in flattering falsehood deals, 
And tells a tale it never feels. 
Whate'er may be my future fate, 
Should jov or woe my steps await — 
Beguiled by love — by storms beset — 
Thine image I can ne'er forget. 



THOU AET LOVELIEB. 

B. HowiTT.] [IfuMo by Mrs. Mxbsitt (MIbs Hawss). 

Thou art lovelier than the coming 

Of the fairest flowers of spring, 
When the wild bee wanders humming 

Like a blessM fairy thing ; 
Thou art lovelier than the breaking 

Of the Orient crimson'd morn. 
When the gentlest winds are shaking 

The dewdrops from the thorn. 

I have Been the wild flowers springing 

In wood, and field^ and glen. 
Where a thousand birds wgto ftliv^vcv^, 

And my thoughts ^ere o^ t\i<&^ \Xi^\i\ 
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For there's nothing gladsome round me — 

Nothing beautiful to see — 
Since thy beauty's spell has bound me, 

But is eloquent of thee ! 



TELL ME, MY HEAET. 

MoBioK.] [Miuic hj BiSSOP. 

Tell me, my heart, why morning prime 

Looks like the fading eve? 
Whv the gay lark's celestial chime 

Shall tell, shall tell the soul to grieye? 
The heaving bosom seems to say, 
Ah, hapless maid ! your love's away. 

Tell me, my heart, why summer's glow 

A wintry day beguiles? 
Why Flora's beauties seem to blow, 

And fading Nature smiles ? 
Some Zephyr whispers in my ear, 
Ah, happy maid ! your love is near. 



I LOVE, BUT I MUSTN'T SAY WHO. 

J. E. CASPBirm.] IMusie by H. Fashxs. 

The bee loves the flower, the wind loves Hie sea, 

The birds fly in pairs to their nest ; 
The lark leves the sky, and the robin the tree, 

And the flowers love the sunshine best. 
All nature is loving ! — Ah, then why not I, 

K the heart that's within rae is true ? 
Perhaps you may know, but 'twill be by-and-bye, 

If I love, if I love, since I mustn't say who. 

The butterfly loves for a day, then it dies ; 

The primrose the beautiful sprine ; 
The rose lovea the smile of the midsummer skieS| 
The rngbtingale then loyes to mug*, 
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Bat I, if I loye, would loye all the year round, 
And the one that I love mnst he true ; 

1*11 own who it is when my secret he's foand— 
Yes I loye, yes I loye, hut I mustn't say whow 



KITTY OF COLEEAINE. 

[Avoimfovs.] 

As heautifiil Kitty one morning was tripping 

WiUi a pitcher of milk from the fair of Coleraine, 
When she saw me she stumhled — the pitcher down 
tumbled, 

And all the sweet buttermilk went on the plain. 
" Oh, what shall I do now ? — 'twas looking at von now I 

Sure, sure such a pitcher I'll ne'er meet agam ; 
'Twas the pride of my dairy — Barney M'Cleary, 

You're sent as a plague to the girls of Colcrnine !" 

I then walk'd hesido her, and gently did chide her 

That such a misfortune should give her such pain ; 
A kiss then I gave her, and ere I did leave her 

She blush'd and consented to meet me again. 
'Twas haymaking season — ^I can't tell the reason — 

Misfortunes will never come single, 'tis plain ; 
For very soon after poor Kitty's disaster, 

Sure every maiden got wed in Coleraine. 



O MAEIAN THE MEBRY ! 

C. DiBBiir.] iMusic by C. DiBDiir. 

** Marian the merry ! who gave you that failing 
The lasses all envy, lads jealously view ? 

That truelovcr's knot on your bosom, too, wearing, — 
Oh say, blushing Marian, who gave 'em to youV" 

** Oh, the knot and the fairing were given to me 
When the golden-hair'd laddie c&me o^^x ^<ik VC 
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" Marian tlie merrj ! why now sad and sighing? 

Your tresses, neglected, are sport for the breeze ; 
The villagers' pastimes why foolishly flying? 

Oh say, silly Marian, what symptoms are those ?** 
" Oh, the knot and the fairing no longer please me, 

For the golden-hair'd laddie's gone over the lea." 

" Marian the merry ! ag^ sweetly smiling — 
Again like the fawn tripping lightly along, 

What innocent hope, all your sorrows beguiling, 
Oh say, happy Marian ! enlivens your song ?" 

" Oh, the knot and the fairing again pleasure me, 
For the golden-hair'd laddie's come over the lea." 



GO I-FOEGET ME ! 

Bev. C. WoLTB.] llturie by J. P. KVZ«B& 

Go ! — ^forget me ! why should sorrow 

O'er that brow a shadow fling ? 
Go ! — ^forget me ! and to-morrow 

Brightly smile and sweetly sing. 
Smile, though I shall not be near thee ; 
Sing, though I shall never hear thee. 

May thy soul with pleasure shinOi 

Lasting as the gloom of mine. 

Like the sun, thy presence glowing, 
Clothes the meanest things in light ; 

And when thou, like him, art going, 
Ix)veliest objects fade in night. 

All things look'd so bright about thee, 

That they nothing seem without thee : 
By that pure and lucid mind 
Earthly things were too refined. 

Go ! thou vision, wildly gleaming. 

Softly on my soul thiat fell ! 
Go ! for me no longer beaming — 

Jlope and beauty ^ fare ye woUl 
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Go ! and all that once delighted 
Take, and leave me all benighted — 

Glory's burning, gen'rous swell. 

Fancy, and the poet's shell. 



SHOULD HE UPBRAID. 

SSAKSPXASS.] [JfiMM by Sir H. BiBHOV. 

Should he upbraid, 111 own that he'd prevail, 
And sing as sweetly as the nightingale ; 
Say that he frown, I'll say his looks I view 
As morning roses newly tipp'd with dew ; 
Say he be mute, I'll answer with a smile, 
And dance, and play, and wrinkled care beguile. 



THE QUEEN OF THE MAY. 

A. TsviTTSoir.] [IfiMio by Mrs. Abkwsiget. 

You must wake and call me early. 

Call me early, mother dear ; 
To-morrow'U be the happiest time 

Of all the glad new year ; 
Of all the glad new year, mother. 

The maddest, merriest day, 
For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, 

I'm to be Queen o' the May ! 

There's many a black black eye, they say, 

But none so bright as mine. 
There's Margaret and Mary, 

There's Kate and Caroline ; 
But none so fair as little Alice 

In all the land, thev say : — 
So I'm to be Queen o the May, mother, 

I'm to be Queen o' ike "Ma^j \ 
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I sleep 80 sound all night, motlier, 

That I shall never wake 
If you do not call me loud 

When the day begins to break ; 
But I must gather knot« of flowers, 

And buds and garlands gay : 
For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, 

I'm to be Queen o' the May, 

Little Effie shall go with me 

To-morrow to the green, 
And you'U be there, too, mother, 

To see me made the Queen. 
The shepherd lads on evVy side 

Will come from far away, 
For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother| 

I'm to be Queen o' the May. 

All the valley, mother, will be 

Fresh and green and still, 
And the cowslip and the crowfoot 

Are over all the hill, 
And the violet in the flowery dale 

Will merrily glance and play : 
For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, 

I'm to be Queen o' the May. 

So you must wake and call me early, 

Call me early, mother dear, 
To-morrow'U be the happiest time 

Of all the elad new year, 
To-morrow'll be of all the year 

The maddest, merriest day. 
For I'm to be Queen o' the May, mother, 

I'm to be Queen of the May. 

SECOND PAnT. 

If you're waking, call me early. 
Call me early, mother dear, 

For I would see the sun rise 
Upon the glad new year, 
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It 18 tbe last new year, motberi 

That I shall ever see, 
Then Yoa may lay me low i* the mould, 

Ana think no more of me. 

To-night I saw the snn set ; 

He set and left behind 
The good old year, the dear old time. 

And all my peace of mind ; 
And tho new year's coming up, mother, 

But I shall never see 
The blossom on the blackthorn, 

The leaf upon the tree. 

Last May we made a crown of flowVs ; 

We had a merry day : 
Beneath the hawtnorn on the green, 

They made mc Queen of May ; 
And we danced about the maypole, 

And in the hazel copse, 
Till Charles's Wain came out above 

The tall white chimney-tops. 

There's not a flow'r on all tho hills ; 

Tho frost is on the pane : 
I only wish to live till 

The snowdrops come again : 
I wish the snow would melt, and 

Tho sun come out on high : 
I long to see a flower so 

Before the day I die. 

When the flowers come again, mothefi 

Beneath the waning lignt, 
You'll never see me more in 

The long grey fields at night ; 
When from the dry dark wold 

The summer airs go cool, 
On the oat-grass and the sword-grasi^ 

And the bulrush in the pool. 
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Good niglit, sweet Qiother : call m» 

Before the day is bom, — 
All night I lie awake, but 

I faS asleep at mom : 
But I would see the sun rise 

Upon the glad new-year, — 
So, if you're waking, call me, 

Call me early, mother dear. 



ITJBAL CAIN. 

C. Mackjlt.] [Iftwic by H. BvflaBU^ 

Old Tubal Cain was a man of might 

In the days when earth was young ; 
By the fierce red li^ht of his furnace bright 

The strokes of his hammer rung ; 
And he lifted high his brawny hand 

On the iron glowing clear, 
Till the sparks rush'd out in scarlet showerSi 

As he ukshion'd the sword and spear. 
And he sang, " Hurrah for my handiwork ! 

Hurrah for the spear and sword I 
Hurrah for the hand that shall wield them well^ 

For he shall be king and lord !" 

To Tubal Cain came many a one 

As he wrought by his roaring fire, 
And each one pray d for a strong steel blade. 

As the crown of his desire ; 
And he made them weapons sharp and strong. 

Till they shouted loud for glee. 
And gave him gifts of pearls and gold, 

And spoils ox the forest free. 
And they sang;, " Hurrah for Tubal Cain, 

Who nath given us strength anew ! 
Hurrah for the smith ! hurrah for the fire I 

And hurrah for the metal true V^ 



■\ 
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But a radden change came o*er his heart 

Ere the setting of the sun, 
And Tubal Cain was filPd with pain 

For the evil he had done. 
He saw that men, with rage and hate. 

Made war upon their kind ; 
That the land was red with the blood they shed 

In their lust for carnage blind. 
And he said, " Alas ! that ever 1 made, 

Or that skill of mine should plan. 
The spear and the 8w«rd for men whose joy 

Is to slay their fellow-man I" 

And for many a day old Tubal Cain 

Sat brooding o'er his woe ; 
And his hand forbore to smite the ore. 

And his furnace smoulder'd low ; 
But he rose at last with a cheerful face 

And a bright courageous eye, 
And bared his strong right arm for work, 

While the quick names mounted high ; 
And he sang, " Hurrah for my handiwork I'* 

And the red sparks lit the air — 
"Kot alone for the blade was the bright steel made;" 

And he fashioned the first ploughsnare. 

And men, taught wisdom from the past. 

In friendship join'd their hands, 
Hung the sword in the hall, the spear on the wall 

And ploughs the willing lands ; 
And sang, " Hurrah for Tubal Cain, 

Our stanch good friend is he ; 
And for the ploughshare and the plough 

To him our praise shall be. 
But while oppression lifts its head. 

Or a tyrant would be lord, 
Though we may thank him for the plough, 

We'll not forget the sword." 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH. 

II. W. Lo>-aPELi.ow.] IMtuio by W. H. Wsiss. 

Under a spreading chestnut-tree 

The village smithy stands : 
The smith, a mighty man is ne, 

With large and sinewy hands, 
And the muscles of his hrawny arms 

Are strong as iron hands. 
Ilis hair is crisp, and black and long ; 

His face is like the tan ; 
His brow is wet with honest sweat, 

He earns whate'er he can, 
And looks the whole world in the face. 

For he owes not any man. 

Week in, week out, from mom till night, 

You can hear his bellows blow ; 
You can hear him swing his heavy sledge, 

With measured beat and slow, 
Like a sexton ringing the village bell 

When evening sun is low. 
And children coming home from school 

Look in at the open door — 
They love to see tne flaming forge 

And hear the bellows roar, 
And catch the sparks that fly 

Like chaff from a threshing-floor. 

He goes on Sunday to the church. 

And sits amongst his boys ; 
He hears the parson pray and preach ; 

He hears his daughter's voice 
Singing in the village choir, 

And it makes his heart rejoice ; 
It sounds to him like her mother's voice 

Singing in Paradise ; 
He needs must think of her once more. 

How in the grave she lies, 
And with his hard rough hand he wipes 

A tear from out his eyes. 
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tToiling, rejoicing. Borrowing, 

Onward through life he goes ; 
£ach morning sees some task hegin, 

Each eyening sees it« close ; 
Something attempted, something done, 

Has eam'd a night*s repose, 
Thanks, thanks to thee, mj worth/ fnend. 

For the lesson thou hast taught ; 
Thus, at the flaming forge of me, 

Our fortunes must be wrought ; 
Tlius, on its soundine anvil shaped 

£ach burning deed, each thought. 



KATHLEEN, MAVOUENEEK 

Mm. CaAWfOBD.] lUuHe by P. W. N. Cbovck. 

Kathleen, mavoumeen, the grey dawn is breaking. 

The horn of the hunter is heard on the hill ; 
The lark from her light wing the bright dew is shakings 

Kathleen, mavoumeen, what, slumbering still ! 
Oh ! hast thou foreotten how soon we must sever ! 

Oh ! hast thou forgotten this day we must part ! 
It may be for years, and it may be for ever. 

Oh I why art thou silent, thou voice of my heart I 

Kathleen, mavoumeen, awake from thy slumbers. 

The blue mountains glow in the sun s golden light ; 
Ah ! where is the spell that onoe hung on thy numbers^ 

Arise in thy beauty, thou star of my night. 
Mavoumeen, mavoumeen, my tears are fast falling, 

To think that from Erin and thee I must part 1 
I-t may be for years, and it may be for ever. 

Then why art thou silent, thou joy of my heart ! 
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THE OLD SOLDIEE'S DAUGHTEE. 

W. H. Bellaicy.] lMu$ie by J. P. KsiGHT, 

Oh ! do jovL remember the old soldier's daughter ? 

Fair as the morning in spring time was she, 
And many a lover all vainly had sought her — 

To all she was distant as maiden may he. 
** Dear father," she cried, " with thee let me tarry. 

Though lowly our cott^e, a home 'tis to me ; 
A vow 1 have made that 1 never will marry. 

Oh ! let me live happy, dear father, with thee.'* 

But vain was the vow of the old soldier's daughter : 

Young Patrick he woo'd her, though humble was he, 
He knelt at her feet, to his bosom he caught her, 

And whisper'd, " Oh ! say when our bndal shall be." 
" Dear father," she cried, " 'twere a pity to tarry, 

A cow and a cottage has Patrick for me ; 
So dearly he loves me, I'm tempted to marry. 

And both will be happy, dear father, with fliee.^ 

And calm was the home of the old soldier's daughter— 

Her Patrick beside her, her babe on her knee ; 
The aged they bless'd, and the youthful ihey sought her. 

For none were so cheerful, so happy as she. 
And fain was the soldier beside her to tarry, 

Till death gently called him, then calmly slept he. 
She still bless'd the day she was tempted to many. 

Saying, " Patrick, thou'rt now all the world, love, 
to me I" 



I LOVE A DEAE OLD COUNTEY FACE. 

J. £. Gaxpskisb.] IMutie by N. J. Sposlb. 

I love a dear old country face. 
Well brown'd with wind and sun ; 

For in those features I can trace 
Life's task was bravely done. 
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I love to press the open lumd 

That's hard with daily toil, 
Because it owns the honest heart 

That flattery ne'er can spoil. 

I love a dear old country voice, 

Though rough and harsh it rings, 
Because it onlv speaks the thought 

That from the feeliuj? springs. 
I love the open, manly neart, 

That ne'er to falsehood leans. 
And prize indeed the honest tongue 

That speaks but what it means. 

I love a dear old country housej 

Its sweet, but humble fare ; 
But most I love it for the true 

And hearty welcome there ; 
The love of home that ne'er deserts 

Our good old Saxon race, — 
And all those good old country ways 

That fashion can't efface. 



ALICE GBAY. 

[lira. P. MiLiiiBB.] 

She*s all my fancy painted her— 

Bhe's lovely, ehe's divine ! 
But her heart it is another's — 

She never can be mine ; 
Oh ! few have loved as I have loved- 

My love cannot decay ; 
Oh ! my heart, my heart is breaking 

For the love of Alice Gray I 

Her dark brown hair is braided 
O'er a brow of spotless white ; 

Her soft blue eye now languishes, 
Now sparkles with delight ; 



100 THE BOOK 07 

The hair is braided not for me, 
The eye is tum'd awa^ ; 

Yet my heart, my heart is breaking, 
For the love of Alice Ghray ! 

IVe sunk beneath the summer's suDi 

And shiyer'd in the blast ; 
But now my pilgrimage is done. 

The weary conflict's past ; 
When laid within my peaceful grave, 

May pity haply say, 
Oh ! his heart, his heart was broken 

For the love of Alice Gray ! 



TO THE WEST! 

C. Mackiy.] IMusic by H. Bussslk, 

To the west ! to the west ! to the land of the free, 
Where mighty Missouri rolls down to the sea, 
Where a man is a man, if he's willing to toil, 
And the humblest may gather the fruits of the soil ; 
Where children are blessings, and he who hath most 
Has aid for his fortune and riches to boast ; 
Where the young may exult and the aged may rest,— 
Away, far away, to the land of the west ! 
To the west ! to the west I to the land of the free, 
Where mighty Missouri rolls down to the sea, 
"Where the young may exult and the aged may rest, 
Away, far away, to the land of the west ! 

To the west ! to the west 1 where the rivers that flow 
Kun thousands of miles, spreading out as they go ; 
Where the green waving forests snaU echo our call, 
As wide as old England, and free to us all ; 
Where the prairies, like seas where the billows have 

roU'd, 
Are broad as the kingdoms and empires of old ; 
And the lakes are like oceans, in storm or in rest. 
Away, far away, to the land of the west ! 

To the west ! &c. 
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To tlie west ! to the west ! there is wealth to he won. 

The forest to clear is the work to he done ; 

We'll try it, we'll do it, and neyer despair, 

"While there's light in tiie sunshine or hreath in the air. 

The hold independence that lahour shall hay 

Shall strengthen onr hands and forhid ns to sigh ; 

Away, tar away, let ns hope for the hcst. 

And huild up a home in the land of the west I 

To the west I &c. 



THE OLD CLOCK ON THE STAIES.* 

H. W. LoiroTBUow.] [Jfune by J. Blooxlsi; 

Somewhat hack from the village street 
Stands the old-fashion'd country seat ; 
Across its antique portico 
Tall poplar trees their shadows throw ; 
And from its station in the hall 
An ancient timepiece says to all, 

" For ever ! never ! never I for ever I" 

Half-way up the stairs it stands. 
And points and beckons with its hands ; 
From its case of massive oak, 
Like a monk, who under his cloak, 
Crosses himself, and sighs " Alas l" 
With sorrowful voice, to all who pass, 

" For ever ! never ! never ! for ever I" 

There, groups of meny children play'd. 
There, youths and dreaming maidens stray'd ; 
precious hours ! golden prime ! 
And affluence of love and time ! 
Even as a miser counts his gold. 
Those hours the ancient timepiece told 

"Forever! never! never! forever!" 

* " L*etemiU est one peudule, dont le balancier dit et rcdit 
sans cesse ces deux mots seulement dans Ic silence des tombeaux : 
Toiuours! Jamais 1 Jamais I Toxiio^JwV"— lkR^>s^^^^\SkWva.^. 
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From that chamber, clothed in whitOi 
The bride came forth on her wedding night ; 
There in that silent room below 
The dead lay in his shroud of snow ; 
And in the hush that followed the prajer, 
Was heard the old clock on the stair, 

" For ever ! never I never I for ever l" 

Never here, for ever there ! 
Where all parting, pain, and care, 
And death, and time, shall disappear ; 
For ever there, but never here I 
The horologe of eternity, 
Sayeth this incessantly, 

" For ever I never 1 never I for ever T* 



TEEENCE'S FAIUEWELL. 

Ladt DtmrzBiN.] llri$h Melody 

So, my Kathleen, you're going to leave me 

All alone by myself in this place ; 
But I'm sure you will never deceive me, 

0, no, if there's truth in that face. 
Though England's a beautiful city. 

Full of illigant boys, what then, 
You wouldn't forget your poor Terence ! 

You'll come back to ould Ireland again. 

Oh, those English deceivers by nature. 

Though maybe you'd think them sincere : 
They'll say you're a sweet charming creature^ 

But don't you believe them, my dear. 
0, Kathleen, agrah ! don't be minding 

The flattering speeches they'd make ; 
But tell them a poor lad in Ireland 

Is breaking his heart for your sake. 

It's folly to keep you from going. 
Though, faith, it's a mighty hard case ; 

For, Kathleen, you know there's no knowing 
iVben next I shall see your Gwoto fayce. 
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And when yon come back to me, Kathleen, 

None the better will I be off then ; 
You'll be speaking such beautiful Englishy 

Sure I won't know my Kathleen again. 

Aye now, whereas the need of this hurry ! 

Don't fluflther me so in this way ; 
I forgot, 'twixt the grief and the flurry, 

Every word I was maning to say. 
Now just wait a minute, I bid ye ; 

Can I talk if you bother me so ?— 
Oh, Kathleen, my blessings go wid ye. 

Every inch of the way that ^ou go. 



WHY CHIME THE BELLS SO MERRILY ? 

J. P. Phillipps.] [Jlf»«tc by J. P. Enxghx. 

Why chime the bells so merrily ? 

Why seem ye all so gay ? 
Is it because the New Year's come. 

And the old has passed away ? 
Oh ! can ye look upon the past, 

And feel no sorrow now. 
That thus ye sing so joyously, 

And smiW light every brow ? 
Oh ! if ye can, be blithe and gay. 

The song troll gaily on, 
And the burden be the New Year's come, 

And the Old Year's gone. 

The old man gazes on the mirth, 

He smiles not liko the rest ; 
He sits in silence by the hearth, 

And seems with grief oppressed : 
He sees not in the merry throng 

The child that was his pride ; 
He listens for her joyous song, 

She is not by hu sida I 
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Bat scarce a twelyemonth she was there. 

And now he is alone I 
Tet still ye sing, the New Year*s come, 

And the Old Yearns gone. 

Pance on, dance on ! he blithe and gaj^ 

Nor panse to think the while, 
That ere this year has passed away, 

Ye, too, may cease to smile : 
For time, in his resistless flight, 

Brings changes sad and drear, 
The many hopes of youth to blight, 

With every coming year : 
But still be happy while ye may, 

And let the dance go on, 
Sing, gaily sing, the JNew Year's come, 

And the Old Year's gone. 



I LOVE MY LITTLE NATIVE ISLE, 

€. ILlckay.] [Iftfnc by F. Mosi. 

I love my little native isle, 

Mine emVald in a golden deep ; 
My garden where the roses smile. 

My vineyard where the tendrils creep. 
How sweetly glide the summer hours 

When twilight shows her silver sheen, 
And youths and maids from all the bow'rs 

Come forth to play the tambourine. 
Ah I I love my little native isle, &c. 

At mom the fisher spreads his sail 

Upon our calm encircling sea ; 
The farmer labours in the vale. 

Or tends his vine and orange tree : 
But soon as lingering sunset throws 

O'er woods and fields a deeper green, 
And all the west in crimson glows, 

They gather to the tambourine. 
Ah I I love my little nalive i^Ve, &q. 
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My native isle, my land of peace, 

"My father's home, my mother's grave, 
May evermore thy joys increase, 

And plenty o*er thy corn-fields wave. 
May storms ne*er vex thine ocean surf. 

Nor war disturb thy valleys green ; 
Nor fail the dance npon thy turf, 

Nor music of the tambourine. 
Ah ! I love my little native isle, &c. 



THE WOETH OP TIME. 

J. E. CABPSifiBB.] IMutie hj E. Pxbbt, 

An old man and a little child 

Together went their way, 
Amid the blossoms of the wild 

The child oft paused to play ; 
*' Ah ! trifle not amid the flowers,*' 

The grev-hair'd teacher said ; 
" For precious are the passing hoarS| 

And mourn 'd as soon as fled." 

The old man took the little child, 

And led him by the hand, 
But still where'er a bloesom smiled 

The boy contrived to stand. 
*' Ah ! linger not, although the flowers 

To thee a joy may bring ; 
They but remind me of the hours 

I lost in my life's spring." 

The child went on — the old man fled, 

But ne*er the boy forgot 
The words that ^ay-hair'd teacher said 

Thix>ugh all his future lot : 
And wisely are hia children taught 

When in some olden rhyme 
He tells them how he first was brought 

To know the worih. o£ iVma* 
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The place is little changed, Marj, 

The day as bright as then ; 
The lark's loud song is in my ear. 

And the com is green again ; 
Bat I miss the soft clasp of your hand, 

And your breath warm on my chee^ 
And I still keep listening for the words 

You never more will speak. 

Tis but a step down yonder lane, 

And the village church stands near^ 
The church where we were wed, Mary,— • 

I see the spire from here ; 
But the graveyard lies between, Mary, 

And my step might break your rest, 
For IVe laid you, darling, down to sleep. 

With your baby on your breast. 

I'm veiT lonely now, Mary, 

For the poor make no new friends ; 
But oh 1 tney love the better far 

The few our Father sends ; 
And you were all I had, Mary, 

My blessing and my pride ! 
There's nothing left to care for now 

Since my poor Mary died. 

I'm bidding you a long farewell, 

My Mary, kind and true 1 
But 111 not foreet you, darling, 

In the land I'm going to. 
They say there's bread and work for all| 

And the sun shines always there ; 
But I'll not forget old Ireland, 

Were it fifty times as fair ! 
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THE BBITISH ANCHOE. 

E. ClBmms.] [JfiMie by E. J. Losib. 

Fill up, fill np jour mystic fires, 

A noLle work is thine 
Who forge the British anchor — 

The dweller of the brine I 
It scemeth round the lurid flame 

Some magic rite je keep, 
Creating from that shapeless mass 

The diver of the deep. 
No sound is in the old dockyard — 

All hearts are in one spot, 
Wliere now the living, liquid fire 

Is raging white and hot ; 
The signal's given — strike ! stalwart men, 

Your lion prowess keep ! 
Hurrah ! they've forged the anchor — 

The diver of the deep ! 

They've launch'd a huge and mighty hull 

In ocean's firm embrace ; 
They've shipp'd the heavy anchor 

To keep her in her place ; 
But the war-cry's on uie billow, 

And the call must be obeyed, 
And with many a gadlant struggle now 

The iron monster's weigh'd. 
There's danger on the angry deep— 

There's sound of breakers near, — 
" All hands aloft !" the boatswain cries, 

" For ye have much to fear." 
The storm is o'er, the ship once more 

Her onward course may keep; 
In vain old ocean struggled with 

The diver of the deep I 

Oh ! the anchors of our navy are 
The emblems of the free. 
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There's not a clime — east, west, north, south, 

But echoes with the fame 
Of England's dauntless warriors, 

And rings with England's name. 
Our ancient institutions, and 

Our good old English laws, 
Have wrung from e en our hitterest foes 

Their wonder and applause. 
Oh ! his must be a coward's heart 

Who would not make a stand 
For altar, throne, for hearth and home, 

In such a native land ! 



PSALM OF LIFE. 

H. W. LoKGPBLLOW.] IMtuie by S. GkoTSB. 

Tell mo not in moumfiil numbers 
" Life is but an empty dream !" 

For the soul is dead tnat slumbers, 
And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real ! life is earnest ! 

And the grave is not its goal : 
"Dust thou art, to dust returnest/* 

Was not e^ken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is our destin'd end or way ; 
But to act, that each to-morrow 

Finds us further than to-day. 

Art is long, and time is fleeting, 

And our hearts, though stout and brave, 

Still like muffled drums are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle. 

In the bivouac of life. 
Be not like dumb driven cattle — 

Be a hero in the strife I 
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Trust no futnre, howe'er picasnnt; 

Let the dead past bury its dead ; 
Act, act in the living present, 

Heart within, and God overhead I 

Lives of great men all remind us 

We can make our lives sublime, 
And, departing, leave behind us 

Footprints on the sands of time. 

Footprints that, perhaps, another 

Sailing o'er life's solemn main. 
Some fonom and shipwreck'd brother, 

Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let ns then be up and doing, 

With a heart tor any fate ; 
Still achieving, still pursuing, 

Learn to labour and to wait. 



ONE SWEET HOUB. 

J. E. ClKPXXTBB.] [Iftwie by E. L. Him. 

The mist is on the mountain. 
The dew is on the flower, 
The shade is on the fountain, 

The rose sleeps in the bower ; 
Within their caves reposing 

T'he winds now softly sigh, 
The lily bells are closing. 
The streamlet murmurs by. 
All, all is hushed and lonely. 
Then rise and come to me, 
For night was made and only 
For one sweet hour with thee. 

The moon's in splendour riding. 

Her ray falls on the stream. 
The river onward gliding, 

Beflects eacli silveTy 1>^«xql\ 
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The stars their midwatch keeping, 
Shine out in yonder skies. 

Ah ! whj art tltou still sleeping. 
Sweet lady mine, arise. 

All, all, &c. 



WOULD YOU BE HAPPY P 

B. Benitmt.] [Muiio by &. Gloysb. 

Oh ! would you he happy, to others he kind, 

The hounties of Providence share ; 
The hlest hand of charity ever will find 

Enough for itself and to spare. 
In the time of your sadness, the day of your grief. 

What a solace 'twill he if you know 
That by word or by deed you have given relief 

To tne sons and the daughters of woe. 

Oh ! would you be happy, think kindly of all, 

Nor to your owti failings be blind ; 
The great have their follies as well as the small, 

Not any all good-will you'll find. 
Take the world as it is, and help all that you can, 

And when 'tis your time to depart, 
The thought that you've been of some service to man, 

Will give comfort and peace to your heart. 



THE GIFT FROM O'EB THE SEA. 

J. E. CABPBjrrau.] IMusie by S. Glotzb. 

" What shall I bring thee, maiden, say — 

What gift from o'er the sea, 
To prove, when I am far away, 

I fondly think of thee ? 
A costly gem, a pearly shell, 

A bird of plumage rare. 
Or flower unknown to us who dwell 

Where bloBBom none bo fait?" 
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" I ask no ^em, no vearl I crave/' 

The weeping maid replied : 
*' Thy bird would only find a grave^ 

Thy flower fede in its pride ;— 
A worthier gift thon canst bestow,— 

Then brin^ me o'er the main. 
If thou afar m)m me must go, 

My own heart back again !" 



A couEsnra song. 

Edwasd Fabxbb.] IBngUil Air, 

Let dukes keep their racers, my lord haye his stud. 
And the 'sauire sport his pack, and his prime bit of 

blooa; 
Give me a good kennel of greyhounds, and let 
The BEST dog always win, when for coursing we're met. 
Singing, gently, so ho ! halloo, let 'em go, — 
They're off like gun-shot, how like racing they go ! 

See stripped of their clothing, — ^look, look! what a 
treat — 

What muscular haunches, what small cat-like feet ; 

With a tail like a rat, and an eye like gazelle, 

Long-neck'd and deep-chested, they're safe to run well. 
Sing gently, so no ! halloo, let 'em go, — 
TheyTe beautiful creatures, — ^I'll pound 'em to go. 

Come, where is your starter, your judge, where is he ? 

Put a brace into slips, and some sport you shall see ; 

Hold hard there, you horsemen ! don't ride o'er tht 
ground ; 

I ne*er saw this heated but " pussy'* was found. 
Singing, gently, so ho ! halloo, let 'em go, — 
We re sure of a find in this stubble, I know. 

So ho, there ! I told you ; — now give her fair play ; 
It shall all be fair coursing,— no m\ix«l<5it Xa-dsK^. 
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Far, far upon the sea, 

With the suBshine on onr lee. 
We talk of pleasant days when we were young; 

And remember, though we roanii 

The sweet melodies of home — 
The happy sones of childhood which we snng ; 

And thongh we qnit her shore 

To return to it no more, 
Sound theglories that Britannia yet shall bear** 

That " Britons rule the waves, 

And never shall be slaves.** 
Oh I gaily goes the ship when the wind blows fur. 

Far, far upon the sea, 
Whate'er our country be, 

The thought of it shall cheer us as we go, 
And Scotland's sons shall join 
" In the days of old lang syne," 

With voice bv mem'ry soften'd clear and low; 
And the men of Erin's isle. 
Battling sorrow with a smile, 

Shall sing " St. Patrick's morning" void of care ; 
And thus we pass the day. 
As we journey on our way — 

Oh ! gaily goes the ship when the wind blows fair. 



GOOD NIGHT, GOOD NIGHT, BELOVE] 

H. W. LoKonLLOW.] [Iftwie by S. Qlovsb, 

Good night, good night, beloved ! 

I come to watch o'er thee ; 
To be near l^ee, to be near thee, 

Alone, is peace for me. 

Thine eyes are stars of morning, 
Thy lips are crimson flow'rs ; 

Good niglit, good night, beloved ! 
While I count the weary hours. 

Good night, &c. 
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Ah! thoa moon that shinest 

Argent clear above ! 
All night long enlighten 

My sweet lady love ! 

Good nighty &c. 



IF I HAD A THOUSAND A-YEAE*. 

[Mrs. P. UlLLABD.] 

" Oh ! if I had a thousand a-year, Gaffer Green, 
13nt I ne*er shall have it, 1 fear, 
What a man I should be, 
And what sights I would see, 
If I had a thousand a-year, Gaffer Green. 
Oh ! if I had a. thousand a-year!** 

" The best wish you could have (take my word, Jlobin 
Bough) 
Will not pay for your bread and your beer ; 
But be honest and true, 
Say what would you do. 
If you had got a thousand a-year, Hobin Bough t 
Oh ! if you had got a thousand a-year !^* 

" I would do — why, I cannot tell what. Gaffer Green & 
I would go— I scarcely know where ! 
I would scatter tne chink. 
And leave others to think, 
While I lived on a thousand a-year. Gaffer Green L 
While I lived on a thousand a-year !" 

"And when you are aged and gray, Robin Bough, 
And the day of your death it draws near, 
What, 'midst all your pains. 
Would you do with your gains, 
If you then had a thousand a-year, Bobin. Rou^l 
If jou then had a thousand a-yeat V 

H 
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Let work and hope go liand in hand, 
And know, whate er befall, 

That little fools will hope too much, 
Bat great ones not at all. 

In work or pleasure, love or drink, 

Your rule be still the same — 
Your work not toil, your pleasure pure," 

Your love a steady flame ; 
Your drink not maddening, but to cheer: 

So shall yoor bliss not pall, 
For little fools enjoy too much, 

But great ones not at all. 



THE EEAPEE AND THE FLOWERS. 

W. H. LOVGVBLLOW.] [JfttMC bj J. W. HOBBS. 

There is a reaper whose name is Death, 

And, with his -sickle keen. 
He reaps the bearded grain at a breath, 

And the flowers that grow between. 

" Shall I have nought that is fair?*' saith he — 
" Have nought but the bearded grain? 

Tliough the breath of these flowers is sweet to mo, 
I will give them all back again." 

He^azed at the flowers with tearful eyea. 

He kissed their drooping leaves ; 
It was for the Lord of rantdise 

He bound them in his sheaves. 

" My Lord hath need of these flow'rets gay," 

The reaper said, and smiled ; 
" Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

Where He was once a child. 

" They shall all bloom in fields of li^t, 

Transplanted by his care, 
And saints, upon their garments white. 
These aacred blossoms wear.*' 
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And lifae mother gave, in tears and pain, 

The flowers she most did love ; 
She knew she should find them all agun 

In the fields of light ahove. 

0, not in cruelty, not in wrath, 

The reaper came that day ; 
Twas an angel visited the green earth, 

And took the lowers away. 



THE FOUE-LEAVED SHAMEOCZ. 

3. LoTSB.] [Ifttno bj 8. LocTU. 

Ill seek a four-leaved shamrock 

In all the fairy dells, 
And if I find the charmM leai. 

Oh, how ni weave my spells ! 
I would not waste my magic might 

On diamond, pearl, or gold. 
For treasure tires the wearv sense — 
Such triumph is hut cola ; 
But I will play the enchanter's part 

In casting bliss around ; 
Oh ! not a tear, nor aching heart, 
Should in the world he found. 

To worth I would give honour^ 

I'd dry the mourner's tears. 
And to the pallid lip recall 

The smile of happier years ; 
And hearts that had heen long estranged, 

And friends that had grown cold, 
Should meet again like parted streams. 

And mingle as of old. 

Oh ! thus I'd play, &c. 

The heart that had heen mourning 

O'er vanished dreams of love. 
Should see them all returning, 

Like Noah's faithful dove. 
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Tis this that brighteD» the darkest sky. 

And lengthens the faintest ray, 
An'l makes me feel that to- heart or eye 
There was never so sweet a May 

Ab this — 
Sweet May ! sweet May !. 



I HAVE LTSTEIOliy TO YOUE QOUfG. 

J. E. Cakpxvtxb.] [Muiic by 9. Glotsb. 

I have listen'dto yoor song 

Till my heart was like, to break, 
But they knew not, 'mid the throng, 

That you sung it for my sake, 
When we did not dare to speak 

What in sone we could impart, 
And when words seem'd all too weak 

For the language of the heart. 

I have listened, fto. * 

I have listen*d to your song 

Since then^ in happier days. 
When the wmter nights were long, 

By our own fire's cheerEol blaze ; 
And no other voice or tone 

Can for me such music make. 
Now your songs are all mine ovm, 

And you sing them fbr my rake. 

I have liirten'd) &<& 



TO AEMS ONCE MOEE ! 
I>r. J. R. WBwoax).] [Iftwic by S. Glovbb, 

To arms, once more, to arms! the cry 
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not for conquest or for gain 
We draw to-dajr tlie glittering blade ; 

But when did justice csal in vain 
For English hearts and English, aid? 

Long, long has peace our people blest, 

And smiled upon our happy shore; 
And if the swora no more may rest, 

If drums must beat, and cannon roar — 
Woe, woe to him whose maniac pride 

The dogs of war has loosed again I 
May shame his crafty arts betide, 

And ruin with his flag remain. 

To arms, to arms ! come forth in might, 

The stirring call our hearts obey ; 
For freedom and for peace we fight, 

For these we hasten to the frav. 
Then forward with the true and brave I 

We go to seek a field of fame ; 
Prepared to find a warrior^s ^ave, 

Or bear through life a g^nous name. 



THE STAB OP GLENGABY. 

Euzi. C00K.3 [JfWitf by N. J. Spoels. 

The red moon is up o*er tii© moss-cover*d mountain, 

The hour is at hand when I promised to rove 
With the turf-cutter*s daughter, oy Logan's bright water. 

And tell her how truly ner Donald can love. 
I ken there's the miller, wi* plenty 0' siller. 

Would fain win a glance nrom her beautiful ee ; 
But my ain bonnie Mary, the star of Glengary, 

Keeps a' her sweet smiles and saft kisses for mo 

'Tis lang sin' we first trod the Highlands togither, 
Twa frolicsome bairns gaily starting the deer ; 

When I ca'd her my life, my ain bonnie wee wife ! 
And ne'er knew' sio joy as wliQii Marj ^^^^cawk"^ 

a2 
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And still she's the hlossom I wear in ray bosom*- 
A blossom I'll cherish and wear till I dee ! 

For my ain bonnie Mary, the star of Glengary, 
She's health, and she's wealth, and she's a good to m 



THE BANKS OF BOON. 

[RoBXBX BvBirs.] 

Yo banks and braes o' bonnie Doon, 

How can ye bloom sae fresh and fair ! 
How can ye chant, ye little birds, 

And I sae weary fou o' care ! 
Yc'll break my heart, ye little birds, 

That wanton through the flowery thorn; 
Ye mind me o' departed joys, 

Departed never to return. 

Aft hae I roved by bonnie Doon 

To see the rose and woodbine twine ; 
While ilka bird san^ o* its luve, 

And fondly sae did I o' mine. 
Wi' heartflome glee I pu'd a rose, 

The sweetest on its thorny tree ; 
But my fawse love has stown the rose, 

And left the thorn behind wi' me. 



FAIR IS THE MILLER'S MAID. 

Uwow.] lM€u9ie bj T. W. Pabeb. 

Fair is the miller's maid. 

And crimson red her cheek ; 
Black are her sparkling eyes, 
And sweetly do they speak. 
" Oh yes, dear lad !" she cries to me, 
" In willow grove 111 come to thee 
Soon as the moon is up 
/ And all the village still, 

^ While round, round, round goes the mill I" 
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Fair IB the miller's mud, 

Her tresses aabum bright ; 
Soft are her coral lips, 

Her bosom snowy white. 

" Oh yes," &c. 

Fair is the miller's maid, 

And dulcet is her song ; 
Dear is she to my heart, 

And we shall wed ere long. 
*' Oh yes," &c. 



THE LUGGEE. 

J. B. Walksb.] IMusic by N. J. Spoblb. 

list ! list to the storm ! see the dark frowning sky, 
The breakers are foaming, the billows run high. 
Hark ! hark how the minute gun booms o'er the wave ! 
Tis a signal for help from the bold and the brave. 
Bear a hand, my brisk lads! see a sail through the mist, 
Standing up 'gainst a sea she can never resist ; 
The gale is o'er whelming — ^her storm-beaten crew 
Can ne'er keep her off, boys I — ^there's work now for yon ! 

Still wilder the blast, and the sea mountains high — 
She strikes! — my brave hearts, to our lugger we fly! 
Heave-n-ho ! we're afloat — trust your skipper's tried 

skill ; 
His heart knows no danger, and yours fear no ill. 
Pull away ! pull away ! — o'er the breakers we ride, 
Our arms iiill of strength and our hearts full of pride. 
Pull, pull, boys, together ! she'll soon make the wreck, 
And &eer ev'ry heart on that storm-stricken deck. 

See, see ! now her mainmast is gone by the board — 
She rights ! — ^puU away, boys ! our heljp quick afibrd. 
Now, now every hand, every heart do ita beat. 
And Heaven will be wiih ub — o\« W^ ^i^Sl^o'^'^^'^nX 
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Stand by now, my hearts 1 Heave a line from yoi 

bow — 
Be cool, boys, be steady! we're well by you now. 
Veer away — set the foresail ! for shore now we ran— 
Hurrah, lioys I we've saved them— our duty is done. 



E VEEY LAJO) MY HOME ! 

H. LovsLL.] [Ifuttc l^y "S, J, SpOB&a. 

life is not all a desert waste, 

As those would have us think 
Who sorrow's ciq) too often taste— 

Of joys too rarely drink ; 
For we whose pulses warmly beat 

Toward all whose hands we've press'dl. 
Can make the waste a garden sweet 
By succouring ihe distress'd. 
No bound to me of earth and sea 

To bid me not to roam ; 
My nation all mankind shall be, 
And every land my home 

The dearest place shall be the spot 

Where first I drew my breath ; 
Oh ! ne'er be that first home forgot 

Till I forget in death ! 
The sweetest music that I hear 

Still seems a village chime, 
And where the warmest smiles appear 

Is still the wannest clime. 

No bound, &c. 



HOPE SHALL WHISPER HAPPY DAYS, 

J. SiOKBEOirsB.] [2ftt«ic by W. Shbppibd. 

I have said that I woidd love thee 

As long as life remains, 
And I wul keep my plighted word 

Through pleasure aiia Woou^ ^gakA. 
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If fortnuA beluns upon my path. 

The fiUDBhiBe thou sbalt share ; 
If thine be dimmed by sorrow, 

Each grief inth thee 111 bear. 

Should worldlrills -come o'er us, 

And fickle niends depart, 
Thy smile shall be the rainbow 

That rises o'er my heart ; 
Thy gentle yoice shall cheer me, 

And bid me erieye no more, 
While hope shtJ] whisper happy days, 

For botn are yet in store. 

Though distance now divide us, 

The time I know will come 
When thou and I shall share, loye, 

One happy, peaceful home ; 
Then chase away each sorrow. 

And all thy doubts and fears, 
And look beyond with firmness 

Through Ufe's long yale of years. 



LIGHT OP HEART AM I. 

C. SwjLiirB.] [liiuie by J: Bibitztt. 

Light of heart am T, 

Nothing more shall grieve me^ 
Wherefore should 1 si^ ! — 

Sighing can't relieve me. 
When the blight is shed 

Tears cannot eflface it, — 
When the bloom hath fled 

Weeping can*t replace it. 

Wherefore feel for those 

Who feel not for others ?— 
Hearts that will be foes 

When they ahould b^ \stnilW%« 
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Those we loved are gone, 
"Who love us we find not ; 

Let the world frown on 
As it wiU, we mind not ! 



THE HEAET'S DESIRE FOE HOME. 

J. £. Cabfbztxbb.] [IfiMte by C. Hosasov. 

The river flows through pleasant valeSy 

Yet longs to reach the sea ; 
The hird in golden cage confined 

Still struggles to be free ; 
The swallow for the summer waits, 

And pines again to roam ; 
But earth has not a longing like 

The heart's desire for home. 

The laughing brook the sunshine loves. 

The sunshme loves the rose, 
The flowers the song of summer birds 

To siog them to repose ; 
The ocean loves the joyous wind 

To kiss the billow s foam, 
But still there's not a longing like 

The heart's desire for home. 



WHO'LL BUY MY EOSESP 

J. E. Cabpbittbb.] [IfttMc by E. L. Hm. 

Who'll buy my roses? — they're fresh and they're fair; 
lliey grew 'mid green fields and were fed on fr^sh air ; 
They are more lasting than many you'll see, 
Who buys my roses must surely love me ; 
Unlike the roses that fashion bespeaks, 
They're nature's alone, though tliey bloom on my cheeks ; 
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Yet take tbem not io jonr gilded flaloon — 
There nature^s roses 'would perish too soon. 

Who'll buy my roses?— in sunshine and shower 
Long have they hloom*d in my own garden bower ; 
They are more lasting than any youSl see,^ 
Who buys my roses will surely love me. 

Who'll buy my roses?-— ^Ihey're not to be sold 
To those who would purchase for jewels or gold, 
Nor would I wish from them ever to part, 
Yet would I sell — ^in exchange for a heart; 
One that would ever be constant and true, 
And ne'er cause a tear-drop their bloom to bedew; 
Make me an offer, and if vre agree, 
Who buys my roses must also take me! 

Who'll buy my roses, &c. 



GO BBJEEZE THAT SWEEPS. 

Go breeze that sweeps the orange gtm^, 
And breathe a sigh to him I love, 

But whose pray do not tell. 
Go, limpid river, let him know 
Tears with your silver waters flow, 

But not from whom they fell. 

Go bird that makes the groves so gay, 
Still let him hear the tender lay, 

But say not it was mine ; 
Sleep whisper softly in his car, 
The heart that hides his image here. 

But do not say 'tis mine. 



FOEGET him:. 

E. Fasxsb.] Z^uaie by aisiocpsosr. 

Foiget him ! oh, how little they 

Who counsel thus can know the feeling 
Which graved his image on this heart, 
And through its inmoBt coi^ S& «NA^\si%. 

ad 
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Foi^etliim! they have never felt 
Tne wild and throbbing poise which tells 

Where Love hath o'ertomed rea8on*8 throne. 
And monarch of the bosom dwells. 

Foi^et him ! jes, should madness pluck 
I^nd memory from this tortured brainy 

Perchance, in mental darkness lost, 
Hie vision ne*er may come again. 

Bnt while, as now, each varied sense 

Tme to its idol, worships on, 
This faithful heart shall ve its shrine 

When every other feeling's gone ! 



YOU'LL ALWAYS FIND A WELCOME 

HERE. 

J. E, CABmmm.] [IftMie by J. M. JoxxT* 

You*ll always find a welcome here, 

Though humble be the fare ; 
*Tis not alone my frugal board 

I ask my friend to share — 
I would not in my household mirth 

That he should take a part, 
Unless I felt he held as well 

A place within my heart. 
Oh I better far than all that wealth 

Or ^amper'd pride can boast — 
The friendly roof, the chimney-nook, 

Where we are welcome most; 
Such mine, whatever chance or change 

The coming years may see. 
While faithful iriendship links our hearts. 

Shall ever be to thee. 
Thy hand I'd clasp in mine no more 

Were not my words sincere ; 
Then never pass my friendly door 
Bat £nd a welcome here. 
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Toull always find a welcome here. 

In anger or in ^ef, 
The solace of a faithful friend 

Oft gives the soul relief; 
And though by darkest care oppressed, 

Think he may point the way 
To light beyona, unseen b^ thee, 

Where shines Hope^s brightest ray. 
In joy thoult doubly welcome be, 

For then our mirth we^ll blend ; 
But in misfortnne's darkest hour 

I still will be thy friend. 
And by the lasting ties that time 

Has bound around each heart, 
We will not yield our friendship up 

Till life itself depart. 
Thy hand 1*11 warmly press once more, 

And thou wilt be sincere, 
And never pass my friendly door, 
But find a welcome here. 



I LOVE, I LOVE THE NIGHT. 

J. B. CAsnuTTSB.] [Iftwie by S. Bavbtosd. 

I love, I love the night ; 

Night is the time for me, 
When every heart is light, 

And every spirit free ; 
Let the sleeper slumber, 

Time will have its flight, 
Therefore 'tis I number 

The joys, the joys of night. 

I love, &c. 

I love, I love the night ; 

Night is the time to love.^ 
Wlien cloudless skies are bright 

In starry realms abos^. 
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When dewclraps gem the flower. 
And deck tne trusting tree, 

Love and a moonhght bower 
Are joys, are joys for me. 
I love, &c. 

lore, I love the night; 

Kight is the time to drink. 
When love's fond joys invite 

To wreathe the wine-cup's brink ; 
The banquet and the bower, 

By dav a lonely sight ; 
JBut at the midnight nour 

What jovs they both invite, 
1 love, &c. 



WE HATE LIVED AKD LOYED 
TOaETHER. 

C. JsnrsBYB.] [Italian Air, 

We have lived and loved together 

Through loany chan^ng years, 
We bave ehared each other's gladness, 

And wept each other's tears. 
I have never known a sorrow 

That was long unsoothed by thee*! 
For thy smiles can make a summer 

Where dadmess else would be. 

Like the leaves that £b11 aromid ns^ 

In autmoDoi^ fading honns, 
Are the traitor's smues, that darken 

When the cloud of sorrow lowers ; 
And though many such we've known, love, 

Too prone, alas 1 to range, 
We botn can speak of one, love, 

Which time can never change. 
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And let us hope the &tiire, 

As the past has been, will be, 
I 'Will share with thee my bwiowb , 

And thou thyjoys with me. 

We We lived sad loved, ftc. 



THE BANKS OF THE BLTJT5 IIOSELLE. 

£. F1TZBALL.3 ' [Mutie by 6. 'B. BOVWUI* 

When the glowwonn gilds the elfin bower 

That clings round the ruined shrine. 
Where first we met, where first we loyed« 

And I confessed me thine ; 
'Tis there I'll flj to meet thee stiQ, 

At sound of yesper bell ; 
In the starry light of a summer^s night, 

On the banks of the blue Moselle. 

If the cares of life should shade thy brow, 

Yes, yes, in our native bowers, 
My late and harp might best aoeordy 

To tell of happier hoimi ; 
'Tis there I'd soothe thy grief to rest, 

Each sigh of sorrow quell : 
In the starry light of a sommer^s night, 

On the banks of the blue Moselle. 



THE SAILOE'S MINEEAL. 

J. E. Cabfektzb.] [IftMic by A. Lu. 

The moonbeams east a holy light 

Upon the sailor's graye. 
As in the mid- watch of the night 

They cast him to the waye ; 
They sadly paced the silent deok, 

AjQd slowly breathed the prayer 
lire to the deep they cast the wreck 

Of him onoe gi^egt ihst^ 
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While on tbe ded^ bis cone lenuun'd, 

Tlie funeral diige the j rang, 
The flag — ^whoee honoiir he ne'er stained, 

Upon his corse thej flnnz ; 
They thon^t of those he'cTleft behind 

On the mm and far off shore. 
And of her who praj*d that evVj wind 

The lost one woiud rebture. 

At length the fnneral pnyer was read, 

I saw his comrades weep, 
As they lower'd him down to his ocean bed 

In the lone and trackless deep; 
One ripple stirred the waveless sea. 

One splash — and all was o*er ; 
And where the sailor's grave may be,^ 

There's none can man it more. 



XJin)EE THE EOSE. 

S. Lom.] lMm$ie by 8. Lom. 

If a secret yon*d keep then is one I coold tell, 
Thongh I think, from my eyes, yon might gness it as 

well, 
Bnt as it might miBe another's repose, 
like a thorn let it be — that is, under the rose. 

As Love, in the garden of Venns, one day 

Was sporting where he was forbidden to playf 

He fear'd that some sylph might his mischiei disdose. 

So he slyly concealed hmiselA-nnder a rose. 

Where the likeness is found to thy breath and thy lipt, 
Where honey the sweetest the summer bee sips. 
Where Love, timid Love, fonnd the safest repose, 
There our secret well k^p, dearest — under the roee. 

The maid of the east a fresh gailand may wreathe. 
To tell of the pasdon she dares not to breathe ; 
Thos, in many bright flowers she her flame may disclofe. 
Sat In one m fMi lecrefy— voder the rose. 
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THE GOOD TIME COMING. 

IX KiOXAT.] [IftMtc by H. BUIIBU» 

There's a good time coming, boys, 

A good time coming : 
We may not live to see the day, 
But earth shall glisten in the raj 

Of the good tmie coming. 
Cannon-huls may aid the truth, 

But thought's a weapon stronger ; 
Well win our battle by its aid ; — 

Wait a little longer. 

There's a good time coming, boys, 

A good time coming : 
The pen shall supersede the sword, 
And Kight, not Might, shall be the lord, 

In the good time coming. 
Worth, not birth, shall rule mankind, 

And be acknowledged stronger : 
The proper impulse has been given : — 

Wait a little longer. 

There's a good time coming, boys, 

A good time coming : 
And a poor man's family 
Shall not be his misery 

Iq the eood time coming. 
Every child shall be a help 

To make his right arm stronger, 
The happier he, the more he has — 

Wait a little longer. 

There's a good time coming, boys, 

A good time coming : 
Little children shall not toil 
Under or above the soil, 

In the good time coming. 
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But shall plaj in bealtbfbl fields, 
Till limos and mind grow stronger, 

And every one shall read and write— 
Wait a little longer. 

There's a good time comuig, lx)m 

A good time comingT^ 
The people shall be temperate, 
And shall love instead of hate, 

In the good time coming. 
They ahaSl a§e and not ahuae, 

And make all virtue stronger ; 
The reformation has begnn.; — 

Wait a little longer. ' 

There's a good time coming, liqyv, 

A good time coming : 
Let us aid it all we can, 
£very woman, every man, 

The good time coming. 
Smallest helps, if rightly giveil. 

Make the impuke stronger ; 
'Twill be strong enough one da^ ^ 

Wait a little longer. 



THE KISS- 

[P. B. BHXLunr J 

The fountains mingle with tiie Tii^ 

And the river with the ocean ; 
The winds of heaven mix for ever 

With a sweet emotion ; 
Nothing in the world is single, 

All things, by a law divine. 
In another^s being mingle ;— 

Why not I wit£ thine ? 

See the mountains kiss high heaven. 
And the waves dasp one another I 

No leaf or flower would be forgiven. 
If it disdain'd to kiss Us btothAr \ 
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And the sunlight clasps the earth, 

And the moonbeams kiss the sea ; 
What are all those Idssings worth, 

If thon kiss not me ? 



DEAE IS THE BLUSH. 

Dear is the blnsh of early light 
To him who ploughs the pathless deep, 

When winds have raved throughout the night. 
And roaring tempests banisb'd sleep : 

Dear is the dawn which sj^rings at last, 

And shows him all his peril past. 

Dearer to me the break of day 
Which thus thy bended eye illumes, 

And chasing fear and doubt away, 
Scatters the night of mental glooms ; 

And bids my spirit hope at last, 

A rich reward for perils past. 



THE OLD OAK TABLE. 

T.HUBBOV.] C^tr-'^ThelartShiUisg." 

I had knocked out the dust from my pipe t'other night, 

Old Time towards midnight was creeping ; 
Th* last smoke from its ashes had taken its flight, 

I felt neither sleeping nor waking. 
A voice, loud and hollow, and seemingly near, 

(Youll say *tis a dream or a fable) 
Directed towards me, said audibly clear, 

'' List to me, list to me, thy oak table. 

" I was once of the forest the monarch so bold,« 
Nor tempest nor storm made me tremble ; 

And oft, very oft, the famed Druids of old 
Would under my branches aasenM^ \ 
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0, lift me from the grass I 

I die — I faint — I fail ! 
Let thy love in kisses rain 

On my lips and eyelids pale. 
My cheek is cold and ^hite, alas 

Af y heart beats loud and fast; 
Oh ! press it close to thine again, 

Where it will break at last. 



WOODMAN, SPAEB THAT TEEE. 

0. p. UoBBiB (American).] IMutie by H. BTTSSSib 

Woodman, spare that tree, 

Touch not a single bough, 
In youth it sheltered me, 

And 111 protect it now. 
Twas my K)refather's hand 

That placed it near his cot, 
There, woodman, let it stand, 

Thy axe shall harm it not. 

» That old familiar tree. 

Whose glory and renown 
Are spread o'er land and sea, 

Say, wouldst thou hack it down ? 
Woodman, forbear thy stroke. 

Cut not its earth-bound ties, 
Oh, spare that aged oak, 

Now towering to the skies. 

Oft when a careless child. 

Beneath its shade I heard 
The wood-notes sweet and wild, 

Of many a forest bird ; — 
My mother kiss'd me here. 

My father pressed my hand, 
I ask you with a tear 

To let that old oak stand. 
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My beait-Btrings roand thee clingi 

Close as thy bark, old friend, 
Here shall the wild bird sing, 

And still thy branches bend. 
Old tree the storm still brave, 

And woodman leave the spot, 
While I've a hand to save, 

Thy axe shall harm it not. 



CHEEB, BOYS, CHEEB 

C. Maoxat.] lMn$ie by H. BussBlL. 

Cheer, boys, cheer 1 no more of idle sorrow, 

Coara|;e, true hearts, shall bear ns on our way ; 
Hope pomts before, and shows the bright to-morrow: 

Let us forget the darkness of to-day. 
80 farewell, England, much as we may love thee, 

We'll dry the tears that we have shed before ; 
Why shouM we weep to sail in search of fortune? 

So farewell, England — ^farewell for evermore ! 
Cheer, boys, cheer ! for country, mother countrv. 

Cheer, boys, cheer ! the willing strong right hand ; • 
Cheer, boys, cheer ! there's wealth for honest labour ; 
Cheer, boys, cheer! for the new and happy land. 

Cheer, boys, cheer ! the steady breeze is blowing, 

To float us freely o'er the ocean's breast ; 
The world shall follow in the track we're going. 

The star of empii*e glitters in the west. 
ITere we had toil and little to reward it, 

But there shall plenty smile upon our pain, 
And ours shall be the prairie and the forest. 

And boundless meaaows ripe with golden grain. 
Cheer, boys, cheer ! for country, mother country, 

Cheer, boys, cheer ! united heart and hand ; 
Cheer, boys, cheer ! there's wealth for honest labour ; 
Cheer, boys, cheer ! for the new and happy land. 
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''Ha I*' cried a Saxon, lau^^hiag, 

And dashed his beard with wine, 
" I'd rather live in Lapland, 

Than that Suabian land of thine ; 
The goodliest land on all this ««rth. 

It u the Sax(Hi land ; 
Thorriiave I as maaj aaidciM 

As fingers on my hand !" 
" Hotd Voor tongues, both SuaUaii and Saxon !** 

A bold Bohemian ones; 
''If there's a heaven upon the eartSii 

In Bohemia it lies ; 
There iJie tailor blows his Ante, 

And the cobbler blows the horn, 
And the miner blows the bugle, 

Over mountain, gom» ana bounu** 
And then the leadlora^t daughter 

Up to heav'n raised her hand, 
And said, " Ye may no more contend, 

There tiea Oie happlept land r 



PBSTAL. 

W.H.BSLLA1C7.] UMUmAir, 

Yes I it comes at last ! ' 

And, from a troubled dream awaking, 
Death will soon be past ! 

And brighter worlds around me breaking. 
Hark ! methinks I hear sweet voices sing to me — 

" Soon thou wiH be free, child of misery; 
Best, and endless Joys in heaven aro waitu^ thee ; 

Spirit^ spread thy wings and flee l" 

Yes ! the strife is o'er. 

With all its pangs, with all its sorrow; 
Hope shall droop no more, 
J^or endleaa day will dawix lo-moTWJf . 



Proud opprasBQf, ^lon ^j irfiWMit ^jrfanii^; 

Come and thou ahalt see I can nnile at tboe ; 
Mine will be the triumph — ^mine the Tictorir — 
Death but sets Hie eaptif<e fine ! 
Tes ! it C0DM8 aft kitl 
V And, ttom a troubled imnm ^wtMngf 
Deatli will teca be pael, 
And bri^tev woiidi aroittd ne W—Ving. 



I'LL KEEP THEE IN EEMEMBBANCE. 

J. £. CABnurzix.3 mntie bj J* JB. PiBsura. 

I'll keep thee in rememhranoe atifi^ 
I'll treasofe ewery word 7M1 mj ; 
Thr^y'ry look my soul fhafl fill, 
ThroBgh maAy a Aitsre daT : 
There cannot come a time wntft I 

May oease to fondly think of tiMt, 
Nor be a place beneath the skj, 
Where thoult forgotten be ! 

I'll keep thee in remembrwMe till 

My nft's last elgh has naaa*d away; 
For memorr ia undving stilli 
Though love itself decay, 

I'll keep thee in remembranoe, thoa 

Art still to me a guiding star; 
But one that I must worship now 

Alone — unseen— afar ! 
I do not ask thee still to view 

This l^e and wayward course <^ vili**— 
Enough if I may still pursue 
The path o'er which you shine ! 

Ill keep thee in remembrance till 

My nfe's last sigh has pass'd away; 
For memory is unoving still, 
Though lOTO itaevi dacoj; 
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A UrE ON THE OCEAN WAVE. 

Efps SASJBJLirT, M.S JL] [i£u$ie by H. Bvssxu. 

A life on the ocean w&ye, 

A home on the roUing deep, 
"Where the scatter'd waters rave, 

And the winds their revels keep, 
like an ei^le caged, I pine. 

On this dull nnchanfing shore : 
Oh, give me the splashing hrine, 

The spray and tne tempest^s roar. 

A life, &c. 

Once more on the deck I stand 

Of my own swift gliding craft, 
Set sail ! farewell to the land ! — 

The gale follows far abaft. 
We shoot through the sparkling foam^ 

Like an ocean bird, set free — 
Like the ocean bird our home 

We'll find far out in the sea. 

A life, &c. 

The land is no longer in view. 

The clouds have begun to frown ; 
But with a stout vessel and crew 

Well sayi let the storm come down. 
And the song of our hearts shall be. 

While the winds and waters rave, 
A life on the heaving sea, 

A home on the bounding wave ! 

A life, &c. 



THE FLOWEE OF ELLEESLIE. 

X. F1XOBALL.3 [Mutie Itj Q. H. BodW9LL» 

She*s sportive as the zephyr 

That sips of every sweet, 
She*s fairer than the fairest lily, 

In nature's soft retreat \ 



> 
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Her eyes lure like the crystal brook. 

As clear and bright to see ; 
Her lips outshine the scarlet flower 

Of bonny Ellerslie. 

Her lips, &c. 

Oh ! were my love a blossom, 

When summer skies depart, 
I'd plant her in my bosom. 

And wear her near my neart ; 
And oft I'd kiss her balmy lips. 

So beautiful to see, 
Which far outshine the scarlet flower 

Of bonny Ellerslie. 

Which far, Ac 

MYNHEEE VANDUNCK. 

6. CoLicAK.] IMwio by Sir H. B. Bishop. 

Mynheer Vandunck, though he never was drunk, 

Sipp'd brandy and water gaily, 
And he q^uench'd his thirst with two quarts of the first 

To a pint of the latter daily : 
Singing, " that a Dutchman's draught could b3 
As deep as the rolling Zuyder Zee." 

Water well mingled with spirits good store, 

No Hollander dreams of scorning; 
But of water alone he drinks no more 
Than a rose supplies when a dewdrop lies 

On its bloom, in a summer morning ; 
For a Dutchman's draught should potent be', 
Though deep as the rolling Zuyder Zee. 

OH! DOITT you EEMEMBEE? 

8. LovEB.] llrith Air, 

Oh ! don't you remember the beautiful glade, 
Where in childhood together we playfully stray 'd, 
Where wreaths of wild flowers so often T made, 
Thy tresses so bri^hUy sAoro^i^*^ 

I 
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Oh, light of foot and heart wen then 
The happy children of the glen :— 
The cares that shade the brows of men 
Ne'er darken childhood's morning. 

Oh ! who can foreet the young innocent hours 

That were pase'd in the shade of our home's happy 

bow'rs, 
When the wealth that we sought for was only wild 
flow'rs, 
And we thought onrselTes mk when m found 
them? 
Oh ! where*s Ihe tie that friends 6*er knew^ 
80 free from stain, so firm, so true, 
As links that with the wild flowers grew, 
And in sweet fetters hound them? 



\ 



THE BSITON'S HOME. 

8ir E. B. Lznoir.] [Mnie bj B&ooeok 

Where is the Bziton*s home? 
Where the free step can roam, 
Where the &ee sun can flow^ 
Where a free air can blow, 
Where a free ship can bear 
Hope and strengm everywhere. 
Wave upon wsTe ean roll — 
East to we8t^--pele to pole. 
Where is tile BirttonVhome? 
Where the free step can roam, 
Where^a bra;^ ]ie«i can come, 
There is the Briton's home I 

Where is the Briton's home? 
Where the brave heart can come, 
Where labour wins a soil. 
Where a stout heart can toil. 
Where, in the desert blown, 
An J fair seed is BOwn\ 



Wbere gold or fSuno is iron, 
Where DOTer sets tbe Bim. 
Where k tiie Britoo*» hornet 
Where the fi«e step cmi roua^ 
Where • hraTo heart can come, 
There 10 the Briton:» InoM I 

Where ie 1^ ft4tBB*'9 h ome t 
Where the xniiidv QKvt em eoBO| 
Where our €k>d*» hefy- word, 
Breaks on tiie bstmo herd; 
Where the chnrdi-Defi can toll. 
Where sod ean comiKyrt sod ; 
Where, from hw angri-hall, 
Gui. sees ns brothers alL 
Where is the Briton*s home? 
Where a free step oen rom, 
Where light and freedon come, 
There is the Briton^s home ! 



OLD TOWLER. 

Jvo. (yEsBii.] ClCtwitf by W. Sxnui. 

Bright chantideer proclaims tiie dawn,. 

^d spansles de^ tibe tii0r% 
The lowmg herds now qnit tiie lawn, 

The lark springs from the com : 
Dogs, huntsmen, round Ae window l^ra^, 

£ieet Towler leads the crj, 
Arise the bm*den of my son^ — 
This day the stag mnst ctie. 
With a hey, ho, chevy I 
Hark forward, hark forward, tantiTyl 
Hark ! hark ^ tanti?y ! 
This day a stag must die. 

The cordial takes its merry round, 

The laugh and joke prevail, 
The huntsman blows a jovial sounds 

The dogs snuif up tW i^bAa \ 



VtZ ' THB BOOK OV 

The upland wilds they sweep along, 
0*er fields, through brakes they fly ; 

The ^ame is roused ; too true the song-" 
This day a stag must die. 

With a hey, ho, &c. 

Poor stag ! the dogs iliy haunches gore^ 

The tears run down thy face,' 
The huntsman*s pleasure is no more, 

His joys were in the chace ; 
Alike the gen'rous sjportsman bums 

To win tne blooming fair, 
But yet he Ijonours each by turns, 

They each become his care. 

With a hey, ho, &c. 

THE HIGH-METTLED RACER. 

[Chab^ss PiBsnr.] 

See the course thronged with gazers, the sports are 

begun. 
What confusion, — ^but hear ! — " 1*11 bet you, sir !" — 

"Done, done!" 
A thousand strange murmurs resound far and near, ' 
Lords, hawkers, and jockeys assail the tired ear ; . 
While, with neck like a rainbow, erecting his crest, 
Pampered, prancing, and pleased, his head touching his 

breast. 
Scarcely snuffing the air, he*s so proud and elate, i 
The high-mettled racer first starts for the plate. 

Next Reynard's tum'd out, and o'er hedge and ditch 

rush 
Hounds, horses, and huntsmen, all hard at his brush ; 
They rmi him at length, and they have him at bay, 
And by scent or by view cheat a lone tedious day; 
'NVhilc alike bom tor Bports in the field or the course. 
Always sure to come thorough — a staunch and fleet 

horse; 
And when fairly run down, the fox yields up his breath, 
Me ^igli-mettled racer ia in at VVn^ ^aaxV. 
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Grown aged, used up, and turned out of tlie stad, 
Lame, spavined, and wind-gall'd, bat yet with some 

btbod; 
While knowing poBtilions his pedigpree trace, 
Tell his dam won that sweepstakes, his sire won that 

race; 
And what matches he*d won too the ostlers coont o'er. 
As they loiter their time by some hedge-alehouse door ; 
Whilst the harness sore galls, and the spurs his sidea 

goad, 
The high-mettled racer^s a hack on the road. . 

At length, old and feeble, trudging earl^ and late, 
Bow'd down by diseases, he bends to his fate-^ 
Blind, old, lean, and feeble, he tugs round a mill. 
Or draws sand, till the sand of his hour-glass stands 

still; . ^ - ^ 

And now, cold and lifeless, exposed to the view 
In the very same cart which he yesterday drew ; 
Whilst a pitying crowd his sad relics surrounds. 
The high-mettled racer is sold to the hounds. 



FOB A' THAT. 

[BOBBBT BUBITSO 

Is there for honest poverty 

That hangs his head and a* that ? 
The coward-slave, we pass him by ; 

We dare be puir for a' that. 
For a* that and a' that. 

Our toils obscure ana a* that ; 
Tlie rank is but the guinea^s stamp, 

The man's the gowd for a' that. 

What though on hamely fare we dine. 

Wear hoddin grey and a' that ; 
Gie fools their silks, an' knaves their wine,—* 

A man's a man for a* that. 



174 ftfiXBO(»C«P 

For tk* iiiatMid a' Ikei^ 
Their tiasel fidiow aad a' thai ; 

The honest man, though e'er sae pooi^ 
Jm king «' XMB for a tbat 

Ye see yon hi^e ca^d a lord, 

Wha struts and staree aaa a* that : 
Thot^h hundreds worship at his word^ 

He s hut a coof for a' that. 
Por a' that and a^ that, 

His riband, star, and a' that; 
The man of independent mind, 

He looks and laughs at a' that. 

A prince can nak a helted knight, 

A marqfuiB, duke, end a* that ; 
But an honest man's aboon his might-^ 

Guid faith, he mauna fa' that ! 
IFm a* that and a' that, 

Tlieir dignities and a* that ; 
^ Tlie pith sense and pride o' worth 

-Are higher ranks than a^ that. 

Then let us pray that come it may. 

As come it will for a' that, 
That sensie and worth o*er a* the earth 

May bear Ae gree and a* that. 
For a that and a? that, 

It's comin' yet for a' that. 
That man to man, the warld o^er^ 

ShaH brotbara be for a' that. 



MAETIN, THE MART AT AEMS. 

W. H. BaxAAXT.] IMutie hj J. E. Losbb. 

Martin, the man at anns, stalwart and strong, 

Keeps watch on the turret high, 
.Now humming the snatch of a rude bower song. 
Gazing now on the Btai-lit aky, 
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He loobi io windward, lie kdmo'or the le«^ 

Afl aroand is calm and BtiU, 
Save the kine in the fold, lowing, lazilj, 

And the tinUe of ilie rffl, 
While loll and low flosU down helow. 

The sentinel's deep " Good-night !" 

He halts and hearkens, a qnick, fight step 

Is heard on the turret stair, 
What flutters so white in the dear star-li^? 

Tis the veil of a damsel fair. 
''Who goes ihere? Lady £Eiir, so please jon declare. 

Why here at this lonely honrf 
Oh ! it^s only Nanette, the pretty coquette 

That waits in my lad^^s dowV, 
Speak low, speak low, if you'd not have her go^ 

Befi}ffe yo« can say, '* dfood night." 

He has shortened his stride, and she trips by his side. 

With the starry sky above. 
And Martin once more tells 6*er and o*er 

The tale of his long-tried love, 
GraTe, sly and demure, she listens, be sure, 

And then looks him through with a glance. 
But all he can get from the cruel coquette 

Is " Man at Arms, shoulder your lance 1" 
Then it's ah! and it s oh! there now, do let me go. 

For my mistress is calling, "Good night! Good 
night J'* 



A SONG OF THE VALLEY. 

J. E. CAXBJarrsBJ} {Uutie by S. Gloyxb. 

Come to the valley — the mountain may be 
The joy of the hunter, the home of the free ; 
There's ^aoe in the valley, there's cahn and repose, 
Unfaiown on the hiUs when the stormy wind biowB. 
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All that*s lovely and blessed in creation is there ; 
There the bright flowers are flinging their sweets t< 

the air ; 
^1 is the fairj-like home of the bird and the bee, 
I've a cot in the valley, come share it with me. 

Come to the valley, the mountain has not 

The many £Eiir blossoms that erow round my cot, ■ 

Tlie rivulet gushing yet silenuy still, 

Meandering in peace by the foot of the hill. 

Oh, come, while the valley is fragrant and green, 

And the distance around adds its charm to the scene, 

The mountain's too bleak for a floweret like thee, 

I've a home in the valley, come share it with me. 



ENGLAND, THE HOME OF THE WOELI) 

[O'MSARA.] 

Hail to thee, England ! — Ablest isle of the ocean, 
Thy proud, deeds awaken the fondest emotion ; 
Whose name shall for ever live famous in story, 
The watchword of freedom — ^the birthplace of glory. 
Thy sons they are brave, and are true to their duty, 
Thy daughters are fair, lovely emblems of beauty; 

The joys that surround 

But m England are found ! 
In England — the home of the world. 

Couch'd is her lion — Britannia reposes 
Encircled b^ laurels and her bright roses ; 

Her warriors at rest, and her banners all furl'd ; 
Hail to thee, England ! — ^blest isle of the ocean, 
The exile beholds thee with blissful emotion ; 
The joys that surround 
In England are found ! 
Pear England — the home of the world ! 



/ 



e who inveigh *^ainst the land of the stranger, 
^bo would, by disunion, its blessings endanger, 



Ye 
Who 



Qo seek foreign climes for a country so glorious 
As England, old Eagland, lor ever victorious : 
Her light was the beacon that guided to {reedom, 
When nations opprest calTd on England to aid them* 

H^ cwrion slie blew, 

Stood BteadfiEwt and true ! 
And spread her shield over the world I 

Long may lier navy, triumphantly suling, 
And her army still conquer with courage nrffijilingy 
Their thunder for ever 'eainst tyrants be hurrd ; 
Hail to thee, England 1 — blest ide of the ooean ! 
The exile beholds thee with blissful emotion. 
Thejoys that surround 
In '&aaad are fiofund ! 
Dear Jlngktno,— 'file home cf the wotM] 



MY SWEET 43tmL, MY FEIEKD AND 



The wealthy fool, with gold in store, 

Will still desire to grow richer ; 
Give me but these, 1 ask no moref 

My charming girl, m^ Mend and ]^tcher« 
My mend so rare, joy ^1 so fi^ir, 

With such what mortal can be richer? 
Give me but these, a fig for care. 

With my sweet girl, my £iend «nd pi^her. 

From mormng'« sun I'd never fi^eiEe, 

To toil a hedger or a ditcher ; 
If that, when I came home At evi^ 

I might en^oy my fiaend and jntoher. 

My friend so xase, &o« 

Though Fortune ever t&uns my door, 
I know not what can thus bewitch her; 

With all my beart, can I be poor. 
With jny mnet girl, my friend aiid^tch.<^t^ 
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CBAZY JANE. 

[M. J. Lbwib.] 

Why, fair maid, in ev*ry feature, 

Are such signs of fear exprest ? 
Can a wand'ring, wretched creature, 

With such horror fill thy hreast? 
Do my frenzied looks alarm thee ? 

Trust me, sweet, thy fears are vain ; 
Not for kingdoms would I harm thee, 

Shmr not, then, poor crazy Jane ! 

Dost thou weep to see my anguish ? 

- Mark me, and avoid my woe ; 
When men flatter, sigh, and languish, 

Think them false : — I found them so I 
For I loved, ah ! so sincerely. 

None could ever love again ; 
But the youth I loved so aearly 

Stole the wits of crazy Jane ! 



Fondly my young heart received him, 

Which was doomed to love hut one ; 
He sigh*d, he vow*d, and I helieved hun : 

He was false, and I'm undone. 
From that hour has reason never 

Held her emj^ire o'er my hrain, 
Henry fled, — ^with him for ever 

Fled the wits of crazy Jane I 

Now, forlorn, and broken-hearted. 
And with frenzied thoughts beset ; 

On that spot where last we parted — 
On that spot where first we met ; 

Still I sing mv love-lorn dittjr, — 
Still I Blowly trace the plain, 

While each passer-by, in pity. 
Cries, " God help thee, crazy JwaaV' 
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Will watch the bold smuggles. 

[COBT.] 

/Twas one mom when the wind from the northwai^ 

blew keenly, 
While sullenly roAr*d the big waves of the main. * 
A famed smuggler, Will Watui, kissed his Sne, tnea 

serenely 
' Took helm, and to sea boldly steered out again.' 

.Will had promised his Sue that this trip, if well ended. 
Should coil up his hopes, and he'd anchor on shore | 

'When his pockets were lined, why his life should bo 
mended. 
The laws he had broken he'd neyes»break more. 

His sea-boat was trim, made her port, took her ladings 
Then Will stood for home, reached her ofifing, and 
cried. 

This night, if I've luck, furls the sails of my trading. 
In dock I can lay, serve a friend, too, beside. 

Will lay-to till the night came on darksome and dreary. 
To crowd ev'ry sailthen he piped up each hand ; 

But a signal soon spied, 'twas a prospect uncheery, 
A signal that warn'd him to bear from the land. 

" The Philistines are out," cries Will, "well, take heed 
on't, 
Attacked, who's the man that will flinch from his 
gun; 
JShould my head be blown off, I shall ne'er feel tho 
need on't ; 
We'll fight while we can, when we can't, boys, we'll 
run." 

Through the haze of the night, a bright flash now 

appearing, 
* " Oh ! no !" cries WiU Watch, " the Philistines bear 

down, 
Bear-a-hand, my tight lads, ere we think about 
sheering 
One broadside pour in, «\LO\]\<i '^^ wosv, Vs^^^ ^» 
drown. 
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" Bnf Bhonldl be popp'd ofi^ jroo, mj mates, left behimi 
me, 
Begard my last words, «ee 'em kindly obey'd, 
liet BO stoae mark tbe spot, aad, my fneitds, do ytn 
mind me, 
Near tbe beach k the gmye where WiU Wsloli wfll 

iDe Hntt* 

Poor Will's yam was fifon xmt — for a bollet mzt 
minute 
Laid him low on the dec^ and he never spokemore ; 
JQQs bold crew feaght the brig while a fi&ottemain'd 
m it. 
Then sheer'd — and Will's hulk to his Susan they 
bore. 

In the dead of the i4ght his last wish was compfieS 

with; 
To few known his grave, md to few known his end. 
JSe was bofme to the earth by the crew that lie Sed 

with; 
- HeM the tears <yf his Snsan, the prayers of ^mdtk 

iiiettd. 

Kear his grave dash the biUows, the winds loudly 
bellow. 
Ton ash struck with lightning points out the colcl 
bed 
Where WiH Watch, the bold smuggler, that finned 
lawless fellow, 
(^ce fear*d, now forgot, sleeps in peace wilh &q 
dead. 



FAEE THEE WELL. 

Mr-^^AH Perdona." 
Bnov J [Mutic by Moziaz* 

Pare thee well, and if for ever. 

Still for ever fare thee well 1 
Even though unforgiving, never 

'Gainst Uiee can my \ifiaxVi t^)m1. 
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Would that breast were bared before thee . 

Where thy lie«d«o oft batb lain, 
While that phusid sleep oame o*er liiea 

Which Ihou Be*er canat know again. 

Wonld that breast, by thee glanced over. 

Every inmost thonght might show, 
Then thou wonldst at length discover 

Twas not well to spurn % so. 
But *tis done, vdl words are idl^ 

Words from me ore vainer stm ; 
But the thoughts we cannot bridle 

Force their way against the wiU. 

Fare thee w^Il, thos cBsmited, 

Tom from erery nearer tie, 
Sear'd in heart, and lone, and blighted, 

More thim this, — ^I scarce can loe. 



LIFE'S A BUMPEK. 

Q. CouuK.] [JfttMc by W«izrwBXGHi*. 

Life'*s a bumper, filPd by fate. 
Let us guests enjoy the treat, 
Nor, like silly mortals, pass 
Life as 'twere but half a glass ; 
Let this scene with joy be crown*d, 
Let the glee and catch go round ; 
All the sweets of life combine, 
Mirth and music, love and wine. 



ADIEU, MY NATIVE LAND, ADIEU I 

Adieu, my native land, adieu ! 

The vessel spreads her swelHng sails, 
Perhaps I never more may view 

Your fertile fields, yoTic ^^lerj di2kfev^ 
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Delusive hope can charm no more, 
Far from the faithless maid I roam, 

Unfriended seek some foreign shore, 
Unpitied leave m^ peacenil home ! 

Adieu, mj native land, &c. 

Farewell, dear village, oh ! farewell, 

Soft ou the gale Uiy murmur dies, 
I hear thy solemn evening hell, 

Thy spires yet glad my aching eyes ; 
Though frequent tails the dazzling tear, 

I scorn to shrink at fate^s decree, 
And think not, cruel maid, that e*er 

I'll hreathe another sigh for thee. 

Adieu, my native land, &c. 

In vain, through shades of frowning night, 

Mine eyes thy rocky coast explore. 
Deep sinks the fiery orb of light, 

I view thy beacons now no more. 
Rise, billows, rise I blow, hollow wind ! 

(Nor night, nor storms, nor death, I fear), 
Be friendly, bear me hence to find 

That peace which fate denies me here. 

Adieu, my native land, &c. 



DULCE DOMUM. 

BsYiroLDS.] IMutie by Jiro. Bajlhait. 

Deep in a vale a cottage stood. 
Oft sought by travellers weary. 

And oft it proved the blest abode 
Of £dward and of Mary. 

For her he'd chase the mountain-goat 
O'er Alps and glaciers bounding, 

^or ber the chamois he would shoot, 
Darlchorrors all Bunouud\xig\ 
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But eTening come, he sought his home, 

While anxious lovely woman, 
She hailed the sight, and every night 
The cottage rung 
As thev sung, 
Oh, dulce, dulce domum. 

But soon, alas ! this scene of hiiss 

Was changed to prospects dreary, 
For war and honour roused each Swiss, 

And Edward left his Mary, 
To bold St. Gothard's height he rush'd 

'Gainst Gallia's force contending ; 
And, by unequal numbers crushed, 

He died, his land defending. 
The evening come, he sought not home, 
' Whilst she (distracted woman). 
Grown wild with dread, now seeks him dead. 
And hears the knell. 
That bids farewell 
To dulce, dulce domum. 

' SAVOUEJSTEEISr DEELISH. 

Oh ! the moments were sad when my love and I parted, 

Savoumeen deelish ielen oge, 
I kiss'd'off the tear, and was nigh broken-hearted, 

Savoumeen, &c. 
Wan was her cheek, as it hung on my shoulder ; 
Damp was her hand, no marble was colder ; 
I felt that I never again should behold her, 

Savoumeen, &c. 

When the word of command -set our troops into motion, 

Savoumeen, &c. 
I buckled on my knapsack, to cross the wide ocean, 

Savoumeen, &c. 
Brisk were our troops, all roaring like thunder, 
Pleased with the voyage, impatient for plunder, 
My bosom with grief was almost rent asunder, 
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Long I finigkt £»r my Gountiy, far, far from my true 
love, 

SaTounieeii, Sec. 
All my pay and my pkmder I hoarded for you, love, 

Sayoumeen, &c. 
Peace was proclaimed; e8ca{>ed from tke-slaugliter,-- 
Landed at nome^ my sweet girl, I songlit her; 
But sorrow, Alagl to the cold grave had brought her, 

BaYoumfiex^ Ac. 



WHEN TDLCAN FORGED THE BOLTS 

OP JOVE. 

When Vulcan 'forged -flie bolts of Sai^ 

In Etna's roaring glow, 
Neptune petitron'd ne nd^t prove 

Their use tmd^wer bdow. 
But finding iniihe boundless deep 
Such thunders would but idly sleep. 
He with them arm'd Britannia's hand. 
To guard &om foes nmr native land. 

Lcmg-may she hoid tin ^i^wiiil right. 

^d wSben, thnrngh circfiug flame. 
She ^arts her vaMumoe in t£e %h^ 

Jiay justwe gume her aim : 
And -fphen ^epragwi dn fatan wars, 
Our iieroei bolil, sad. .gallant tars, 
Shadl launch her &«8, from every haadl, 
Oncivayfae to Britain's land. 



TO-MOEROW. 

[CoLLzysJ 

In the dowidiifl of Hfe, when I find I*m decUimig^ 

May my &te no less fertusaite be, 
Than m anng elbow chair wiH affoTdfw Tednda^ 
And A cat that o'erlooks t\iQ m^^ &^Qk\ 
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With an ambling ptA ^ny to pace o*er the lawn, 

While I carol away idle sorrow ; 
And, blithe as the lark, that each day hails the dawn, 

Look forward with hope for to-morrow. 

With a porch at my door, both for shelter and shade, 
too, 

As the sunshine or rain may prevail ; 
And a small spot of ground for the use of the spade, too ; 

With a barn for the use of my flail: 
A cow for my dairy, a do^ for my game. 

And a purse, when a friend wants to borrow : 
1*11 enyy no nabob his riches or fame, 

Or what honours may *wait him to-morrow. 

From,the bleak northern blast may my cot be completely 

Secured.by a neighbouring hill; 
And at night may repose steal upon me more sweetly, 

By the sound of a murmurinz rill : 
And while pe&ce and plenty I find at my board. 

With a heart free from sickness and sorrow ; 
With my friends let me share what to-day may afford. 

And let them spread the table to-morrow. 

And when I, at last, must throw off this frail covering, 

(' Which I've worn for threescore years and ten ; 

On the brink of the grave I'll not seek to keep hovering. 

Nor my thread wish to spin o'er again ; 
But my face in the glass I'll serenely survey, 

Andj with smiles, count each wrinkle and furrow ; 
As this old worn-out stuff, which is threadbare to-day, 

May become everlasting to-morrow. 



HERE WE MEET TOO SOON TO PAET. 

JOHV Claeb.] [Italian Air. 

Here we meet too soon to part, 
Here to leave will raise a smart, 
Here I'll press thee to my heart, 
Where none have place &Wte >^<^A 
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Here I vow to love thee well, 
Could but words unseal tke flpeU, 
Had but language 6ti«ength to tell, 
I*d say how much I Jore thee. 

Here we meet too soon, &c. 

Here the rose that decks thy door, 
Here tiie thorn that spreads thy boweiiy 
Here the willow on the mooi^ 

The birds at rest above thee. 
Had they light of life to see, 
Sense of som like me and thee. 
Soon mifht each a witness be, 

How doatingly I love thee. 

Here we meet too soon, Jbo. 



THE EXILE OF ERIN- 

[T. GXMSBBLL.J 

There came to the 'beach a poor enle of Eriin 

The dew on his tiiin robe was heavy and cuiill ; 
Por his country he sigh'd, when, at twilight 
To wander uone "by the wind-beaten hilL 
But the daynstar attracted his eye's sad devotion. 
For it rose on his own native isle of the ocean, 
Where once, in the fire of his youthful emotioDi 
He sang Ute bold anthem of Erin go bragK 

O, sad is my fate, said the heart-broken stranger, 

The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee. 
But I have no refuge fxom fiunine or danger, 
A home and a country remain not for me ! 
Ah ! never again, in the green sunny bowers 
Where my forefathers lived, shall I spend the sweet 

hours, 
Or coyer my harp with the wild-woven flowers, 
And strike to the mnnbeTB ^ "fixm. ^o \n«j|^. 
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01^ £iId, mf eimairjl tlumgh sad and fonakeo, 
in dreans 1 nwuat iky aea-beaten shore : 

But, alas 1 in a far foreign land I awaken, 

And si|^ for the friends that can meet me no more ; 

Aad thou, «niel Fate I wilt thou never replace ms 

In a mansion of peace, where no perils can chase me ? 

Ah I laewer again shall my brodien emhrace mei 
They died to defend me, or Uve to deplore. 

Where now is my cabin-door, fast by the wild wood? 

Sisters and sire ! did weep for its fall ? 
Where is the mother that look*d on my childhood ? 

And where is my bosom-friend,— dearer than all ? 
Ah, my sad soul, long abandoned by pleasure ! 
Why did it doat on a fiut-ladii^ treasure ? 
Tears, Hke the rain-drop, may nil without measure, 

But rapture and beauty they cannot recalL 

Bat yet, all its fond recollections suppressing. 
One dying wish my fond hosom snail draw ; 
Erin, an exue bequeaths thee his Idessing, 
Land of my forefathers! Erin go bragh ! 
Buried and cold, when my heart stills its motion, 
Green be thy fields, sweetest isle in the ocean, 
And the harp-strUdi^ bards sing aloud with deyotioD, 
Erin mayoureen ! sweet Erin go bragh ! 



HAEEY ISLJTFF. 

FOOOCZ.] Cir«t«e bf Wblch. 

When a boy, Harry Bluff, left his friends and his home. 
And his dear native land, on the ocean to roam : 
Like a sapling he sprung, he was fiir to the view. 
And was true British oak, hoys, when dder he grew ; 
Though his body was weak, and his hands they were soft. 
When the signal was heard, he the first went aloft. 
And veterans all oried, he'll one day lead 1h» van, 
For though rated a bc^, he*d the soul of a man, 
And the heart of 4^ tzue BiiV\&\i ^u^sst. 
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When in manliood promoted, and burning for fame, 
Still in peace and in war Harry Bluff was the same; 
So true to his love, and in battle so brave, 
The myrtle and laurel entwine o'er his graye. 
For his country he fell, when by victory crown'd,— 
The flag shot away, fell in tatters around : 
The foe thought he*d struck — but he sung, avast ! 
And the colours of England he nail'd to the mast. 
Then he died like a true British sailor. 



GAFFEE GEEY. 

[T. HOLCBOR.] 

^' Oh ! why dost thou shiver and shake. 

Gaffer Grey? 
And why doth thy nose look so blue ?'* 
" Tis the weather that's cold, 
'Tis I'm grown very old, 
And my doublet is not very new, 
Well-a^y I" 

•** Then line thy worn doublet with ale, 

Gaffer Grey, 

And warm thy old heart with a glass." 

" Nay, but credit I've none, 

And my money's all gone ; 

Then say how may that come to pass, 

Well-a4ay!" 

** Hie away to the house- on the brow, 

Gafier Grey, 
And knock at the jolly priest's door." 
" The priest often preaches 
Against worldly riches. 
But ne er gives a mite to the poor. 
Well-a^ay !" 

" The lawyer lives under the hill, 

Gaffer Grey? 
Wannly fenced botVi m \)WiV «xA Vv ItwjJt " 
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** He will fasten liis locks, 
And will threaten the stocks, 
Should he eyermore find me in want. 
WeU.a4ay I" 

"The sqnire has fat heeves and hrown ale, 

Gaffer Grey, 
And the season will welcome yon there." 
" His fat heeyes and his Deer, 
And his merry new year, ^ 
Are all for the flnsn and the fair. , 

WeU-arday!" 

" My keg is but low, I (kmfess, 

Ga£fer Grey. 
What then ? while it lasts, man, well liye.** 
" The noor man alone. 
When ne hears the poor moan, 
Of his morsel a morsel will giye. 
WeU-arday I" 



RE'S A HEALTH TO ALL GOOD LASSES. 

Here*s a health to all good lasses. 
Fledge it merrily, fill your glasses, 

Let the bumper toast go round ; , 
May ihey live a life of pleasure. 
Without mixture, without measure. 

For in that true joys are found* 



GLORIOUS APOLLO. 

IJfutie by S. Wbbbs.] 

rions Apollo from on high beheld us 
l^andering to find a temple for his praise, 
t Polyhymnia hither to shield us, 
(Thilst we ourselyes such a structure might raise. 
Thus, then, combining, 
Hands and hearts joining. 
Sing we, in harmony, ApoUo^s ^i&\«^. 
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Here, every generous sentmient awaking, 

Music inspiring «nit^ aasiA jajr, 
Each Boeial plearare gXTrng- aad partaking; '-: 
Glee and good humavr cor btars employ. 
Thus, then, comhininjgf, 
Hands and hearts ^ynung, 
Long may continae our unity and joy. 



THE SAILOE'S JOUBITAL. 



Twas post meridian,. hitf-piBt four, 

B;|r signal I fron Naney parted, 
At six she lingered on the niore, 

With vpUft hai^ and broken hearted. 
At seven, while tang^temng the fbrestay, 

I saw her faint, or else Twas fancy, 
At eight we all got under weigh, 

And bade a long adieu to Nancy. 

Night came, and now es^t heUs had nmg^ 

While careless sdlors ever cheery, 
On the mid-watch so jovial sung, 

With tempers klKmr cannot weary ; 
I, little to their mirth inclined. 

While tender thou^ts msh*d on xny fancy. 
And my warm sigha mcieased the wind, 

Look'd on the moon, and thought of Nancy. 

And now arrived that jovial night, 

When every tme-brMl tar carouses. 
When o'er the gpx>g^ all hands delight 

To toast th^ sweethearts and their spouses : 
Bound went the can, the jest, the glee, 
While tender wishes fiU'd each fancy, 
And when, in turn, it came to me, 
/ beared a sigh, uA toasted l^vnni^ 
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Next mom a storm came on at fiamv 

At six, tlie elements in maftb% 
Plmigod me and three poor saikn man 

Headlonr into the fomaamg eeaa»? 
Poor wretches ! the j 8«oil toimd their g;nn«8 ; 

For me, it may be only fanojr^ 
But love seem*d to forbid the waveiL 

To snatch me from th&aosMiaClMiicgiW 

Scarce tha ML hnnicane was deac^dr 

Scarce winds and warea had oeaaed ta aittlei 
When a bold oiemy iq;qpeai^d^ 

And, dauntless, we firefttnd fix hattieu 
And now, while some tmd Mend or wi6^ 

Like liehtning nuih*d ozl crery fiuu^^ 
To Proviaence I trusted Hfe,. 

Put up a prayer, and thought of Nancy. 

At last, 'twas in tiw month of May^ 

The crew, it being lovely weather,. 
At three a.v. discovered da^ 

And England's chalky cli£fs together. 
At seven up ehaamel how we boret, 

While hma and fears nsh'd on my &aey, 
At twelve I gaUy iumy'd adMie, 

And to my thisobbiBg heart pnaaa'd Naaey. 



MAECH TO the: BATTMJ HELD. 

March to the battle-field, 

The fee is now befbre uft; 
Each heart is Free(h>m's shield, 

And heaven is shilling o'er us ! 
The woes and pains, the galling chaittB, 

That kept om* spirits under, 
In proud disdain weVe broke again 

And torn eaeh Ix^ «b«Q!9l!» 
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March to the battle-field, 

The foe is now before us I 
Each heart is Freedom's shield, 

And heaven is smiling o*er us ! 

Who for his country brave 

Would fly from her invader ? 
Who, his base life to save, 

Would, traitor-like, degrade her? 
Our hallowed cause, our home and laws, 

'Gainst tyrant Power sustaining ; 
We'll gain a crown of bright renown, 

Or (tie, our rights maintaining ! 
March to the battle-field. 

The foe is now before us; 
Each heart is Freedom's shield, 

And heaven is smiling o'er us ! 



HAIL TO THE CHIEF WHO IN 
TEIUMPH ADVANCES. 

Sir W. SooTT.] IMutie by Sir H. B. Bishop. 

Hail to the chief who in triumph advances, 

Honour'd and bless'd be the ever-green pine ; 
Long may the tree in his banner that glances, 
Flourish, the shelter and grace of our line. 

Heaven send it happy dew, 

Earth lend it sap enew, 
Gaily to bourgeon, and broadly to grow : 

While ev'ry Highland glen 

Sends our shout back agen, 
" Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, leroe !" 

Ours is no saplin, chance sown by the fountain, 

Blooming at Beltane, in winter to fade ; 
When the whirlwind has stripped every leaf on the 
mountain, 
The more shall Clan Alpine exult in her shade. 
Moored in the rifted rock. 
Proof to the tempefiVs shocV*, 
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Firmer he roots bim, the ruder it blow ; 

Mcnteitb and Breadalbane, tlien. 

Echo his praise agen, 
*' Hoderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroc !" 

Proudly our pibroch has thrill'd in Glen Fruin, 

And Bannochar's groans to our slogan replied ; 
Glen Luss and Ross dhu, they are smoking in ruin, 
And the best of Loch-Jjomond lie dead on her sido. 

Widow and Saxon maid 

Long shall lan^ont our raid, 
Think of Clan Alpine with fear and with woe; 

Lenox and Lcven s\en 

Shake, when they hear agen, 
*' Boderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroe 1" 

Kow, vassals, row, for the pride of the Highlands ! 

Stretch to your oars, for the ever-green pine ! 
Oh that the rosebud that graces yon islands. 
Were wreathed in a garland around him to twine !. 
Oh that some seedling gem. 
Worthy such noble stem, 
Honoured and bless 'd, in their shadow might grow ! 
Loud should Clan Alpine, then. 
Ring from her deepmost glen, 
" Boderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho, ieroc !" 



MY NATIVE HIGHLAND HOME. 

HOBTOir.] [ifa*K? by Bis :ic p. 

My Highland home, where tempests blow, 

Cold are thy wintry looks ; 
Thy mountains crown 'd wi' driven snow, 

And ice-bound are thy brooks : 
But colder far's the Scotsman's heart, 

However far he roam, 
To whom these words no joy impart — 

My native Highland homo I 

•K 
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CHOBCS. 

Then gang with me to Scotland, dear, 

We ne'er again will roam ; 
And with thy smile, sae bonnie, cheer 

My native Highland Home ! 

When simmer comes, the heather-bell 

Shall tempt thy feet to rove ; 
The cushat dove within the dell 

Invites to peace and love ; 
For blithesome is the breath of day, 

And sweet's the bonnie broom, 
And pure the dimpling rills that play 

Around my Highland home. 

Then gang, &c. 



GATHEE YE ROSEBUDS. 

B. Hbbsicx.] IMunc by J. P. KaiGnt. 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may ; 

Old Time is still a flying ; 
And this same flower that smiles to-day, 

To-morrow will be dying. 
The glorious lamp of heaven, the sun, 

The higher he's a getting, 
The sooner will hia race be run, 

And nearer he's to setting. 

Then gather, &c. 

That age is best, which is the first. 

When youth and blood are warmer,. 
But being spent, the worse, and worst 

Times, still succeed the former. 
Then be not coy, but use your time, 

And while ye may, go marry ; 
For having lost but once your prime 

You m^y for ever tarry. 

Then gather, &c. 



THE MINSTHEL AND THE SONG. 

J. E. CiLBFsraB.] IMmtie by F. WAUonmnr. 

Amid the city's busy throng 

I heard the minstrel sing his lay : 
But few would listen to his song, 

The world, neglectfnl, tnm'd away ; 
The music floated from the crowd 

And mingled with thp upper air ; 
I traced its measure, deep not loud, 

And heard it melting sweetly there. 

I saw the minstrel turn away. 

But more in sorrow than disdain ; 
Too oft it was his lot to play 

The music that he loved in vain, 
rris thus that all that pleasure gives 

Must know neelect, must suffer wrong ; 
The poet in the future lives, 

The minstrel dies, but not the song. 



THE FEOST UPON THE PANE. 

J. E. Caapsktxb.] [Mnrio by F. WALLXBSTBiir. 

One winter mom in careless mood 

I tum'd to gaze upon the sky, 
But when I by my window stood, 

What dreamlike fancies met mine eye ? 
The glass was changed to fields and trees 

With feathery clouds, and waving grain, 
And fairy shi^s on mimic seas ;-^ 

It was the irost upon the pane. 

I thought, while gazing on the view, 
What houseless forms beyond it lay, 

And then the sun came shining tlirough, 
And soon the scene dissolved away. 

1L% 
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'lis thus in sorrow's darkest hours, 
When most we doubt, hope comes again, 

And yielding then to brighter powers, 
Qnef melts like frost upon tne pane. 



% 



MY SPOUSE NANCY. 

[BoBBBX BuBirs.] 

" Husband, husband, cease your strifo. 

Nor longer idly rave, sir ; 
Though I am your wedded wife, 

Yet I am not your slave, sii*." 

" One of two must still obey, 

Nancy, Nancy; 
Is it man or woman, say. 

My spouse Nancy?" 

"If 'tis still the lordly word, 

Service and obedience, 
I'll desert my sovereign lord, 

And so, good bye, allegiance." 

*' Sad will I be so bereft, 

Nancy, Nancy; 
Yet I'll try to make a shift. 

My spouse Nancy." 

" My poor heart then break it must. 

My last hour I'm near it ; 
When you lay me in the dust. 

Think, think, how you will bear it." 

"I will hope and trust in heaven, 

Nancy, Nancy ; 
Strength to bear it will be given, 

My spouse Nancy." 

" Well, sir, from the silent dead 

Still I'll try to daunt you; 
Ever round your midnight bed 

Horrid sprites shall haunt yon.'* 
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" 1*11 wed another like my dear 

Nancy, Nanc^; 
Then afl hell will fly for fear. 

My spouse Nancy," 



NOT FOE THEE. 

J. E. CiBPBimB.] . [ Jf tt«te by J. W. HoBia. 

Not for thee — ^thou false one, never, 

Not for thee these tears that flow, 
Anguish though ^twere once to donbt thee. 

Not for thee m v present woe ; 
Better, thy false heart revealing, 

'Twere to say, at once, we part, 
Than to go on still deceiving. 

While another claims thy heart. 

Not for thee these tears are falling ; 

Who would what is worthless grieve ? 
But that in my utter blindness 

I could so myself deceive ; 
Do not deem you have the power 

Still to trifle more with me, 
Though my heart is wildly beating. 

Though I weep — His not for thee. 



NEVER DESPAIR. 

[Saitusl Loteb.] 

Oh, never despair, for our hopes oftentime 
Spring swiftly as flowVs in some tropical clime, 
Where the spot that was barren and scentless at night 
Is blooming and fragrant at morning's first light ; 
The mariner marks where the tempest sings loud. 
That the rainbow is brighter the darker the cloud. 

Then up ! up ! Never d<&&^us.\. 
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The leaves "wiiicli tte mbfi presented of old, 
Though lessened in number, 'seere not -worth less gold ; 
And though Fate steal our joys, do not think they're 

the best, 
The few she hath spared mav be worth all the rest ; 
Good-fortune oft comes in adversity's form, 
And the rainbow is brightest when darkest the storm* 

Then up ! up I Never despair ! 

And when all creation was sunk in the flood, 
Sublime o*erthe deluge the patriarch stood ; 
Though destruction around him in thunder ^as hurl*d, 
Undaunted he look'd on the wreck of the world ; 
For high o'er the min hung Hope's blessed form. 
The rainbow beamed bright through the gloom of the 
storm. 

Then up 1 up I Never despair ! 



THE SINGEES. 

H. W. LoirOFBLLow. J [Jftfwc by J. Biocsunr. 

God sent his singers upon earth 
With songs of sadness and of mirth. 
That they might touch the hearts of men, 
And bring them back to heaven again. 

The first, a youth with soul of fire, 

Held in his hand a golden lyre; 

Through groves he wander'd, and by streams, 

Playing tne music of our dreams. 

The second, with a bearded face, 
Stood singing in the market-place, 
And stirr d with accents deep and loud 
The hearts of all the list'ning crowd. 

A grey old man, the third and last. 
Sang m cathedrals dim and vast, 
While the majestic organ rolled 
Contiition from its moutlis o^ ^\^. 
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And those who heard the singers three 
Disputed which the best might be ; 
For etill their music seem'd to start 
Discordant echoes in each heart. 

But the ^reat Master said, " I see 

No best in kind, but in degree ; 

I gave a various gift to each, 

To charm, to strengthen^ and to teach. 

" These are the three great chords of night, 
And he whose ear is tuned aright 
Will hear no discord in the three, 
But the most perfect harmony." 



WE WATCHED HEU BREATHING IN 

THE NIGHT. 

T. II00D.3 [lf«»ic by J. Blocxlst, 

We watch'd her breathing through the night, 

Her breathing soft and low, 
As in her breast the wave of life 

Kept heaving to and fro. 

So silently we seem'd to speak, 

So slowly moved about. 
As we had lent her half our powers 

To eke her living out. 

Our very hopes belied our fears, 

Our fears our hopes belied; 
We thought her dying when she slept. 

And sleeping when she died. 

For when the mom came, dim and sad, 

And chill with early showers, 
Ht quiet eyelids closed — she had 

Another mom than ours. 
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THE MID-WATCH. 

B. B. Shsbidht.] IMuiie by W. LmiT. 

WTien 'tis night, and the mid-watch is come 

And chilling mists hang o'er the darkened main, 
Then sailors think of their far-distant home, 
And of those friends they ne'er may see again ; 
But when the fight's begun, 
Each serving at his gun, 
Should any thought of them come o'er your mind, 
Think only, should the day be won, 
How 'twill cheer 
Their hearts to hear 
That their old companion he was one. 

Or, my lad, if you a mistress kind 

Have left on shore, some pretty girl and true, 
Who many a night doth listen to the wind, 
And sighs to think how it may fare with you ; 
Or, when the fight's begun. 
You, serving at your gun. 
Should any thought of her come o'er your mind. 
Think only, should the day be won, 
How 'twill cheer 
Her heart to hear 
That her old companion he was one. 



THE GENTLE HOUE. 

C. Jbvtbxts.] lOerman Air, 

The last faint ray hath left the flow'r, 

The bird hath wing'd his homeward flight ; 
The day hath lost its wonted power, 

Yet dear to me its lessening light. 
What kindly feelings now have birth. 

What gentle thoughts my fond heart swell, 
While memory wanders o'er the earth 

To Bcenea remember'd well. 
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My fancy peoples many a home 

With loving friends, by me beloved ; 
O'er all there's but one starry dome, 

Though from each other far removed. 
It may be that the hearts I prize 

Feel now the selfsame soothiuff power. 
0, welcome then, sweet evening skies, 

And twilight's gentle hour. 



HEAETS OF OAK. 

D. Garbick.] [lft«tc by Dr. Asns. 

Come, cheer up, my lads ! *tis to glory we steer, 
To add something more to this wonderful year : 
To honour we call you, not press vou like slaves, 
For who are so free as the sons of the waves ? 
Hearts of oak are our ships, 
Gallant tars are our men ; 
We always are ready, 
Steady, boys, steady ! 
Well fight and well conquer again and again. 

We ne'er see our foes but we wish them to stay, 
They never see us but they wish us away ; 
If they run, why, we follow, or ran thein ashoro. 
For if they wont fight us, we cannot do more. 
Hearts of oak, &c. 

They swear tliey'U invade us, these terrible foes ! 
They frighten our women, our children, and beaux ; 
But should their flat bottoms in darkness get o'er. 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them on shore. 
Hearts of oak, &c. 

Britannia triumphant, her ships sweep the sea, 
Her standard is justice — her watchword, " Be free !" 
Then cheer up, my lads ! with one heart let us sing, 
" Our soldiers, our sailors, our statesmen, and king." 
Hearts of oak, &t^. 
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THE AEEOW AND THE SONG. 

II. W. Longfellow.] [Mime by G. Babob* 

I shot an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where, 
For 80 swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 

I breathed a song into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where; 
For who has sight so keen and strong 
That it can follow the flight of song? 

Long, long afterward, in an oak 
I found the arrow, still unbroke, 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 



► 



KING WITLAF'S DEINKING-HOEN. 

H. W. LojTGMLLOw.] lMu$ie by W. H. WxzSff, 

Witlaf, a king of the Saxons, 

Ere yet his last he breathed, 
To the merry monks of Croyland 

His drinking-horn bequeathed, — 
Tliat whenever they sat at their revels, 

And drank from the golden bowl. 
They might remember the donor. 

And breathe a prayer for his soul. 

So sat they once at Christmas, 

And bade the goblet pass. 
In their beards the red wine glistened 

Like dewdrops in the grass. 
They drank to the soul of Witlaf, 

They drank to Christ the Lord, 
And to each of the Twelve Apostles 

Who had preaclied\uB\io\y ^Qt^% 
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They drank to the saints and mart/ni 

Of the dismal days of yore. 
And as soon as the horn was empty 

They remembered one saint more; 
And the reader droned from the pulpit^ 

like the murmur of many bees, 
The legend of good Saint Guthlao 

And Saint Basirs homilies, 

Till the great bells of the convent. 

From their prison in the tower, 
Gnthlac and dartholomaus, 

Proclaim'd the midnight hour. 
And the yule-log crack'd in the chimney. 

And the abbot bow^d his head, 
And the flamelets flapp'd and flickered. 

But the abbot was stark and dead. 

Yet still in his pallid fingers 

He clutch'd the golden bowl, 
In which, like a pearl dissolving, 

Had sunk and dissolved his soul. 
But not for this their revels 

The jovial monks forbore, 
For they cried, " Fill high the goblet I 

We must drink to one saint more l" 



THE OPEN WINDOW. 

H. W. Loironuow.] IJfuaio by J. BLOOKunr. 

The old house by the lindens 

Stood silent in the shade. 
And on the gravell'd pathway 

The light and shadow play'd. 

I saw the nursery window 

Wide open to the air ; 
But the faces of the children. 

They were no longer there. 
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Tbe large Newfoundland iKxase-dog 
Was standing by the door; 

He look'd for his httle playmates, 
Who would return no more. 

They walk'd not under the lindens. 
They play'd not in the hall ; 

But shadow, and silence, and swdneBS 
Were hanging over all. 

The birds eang in the branclses 
With sweet familiar tone ; 

But the voices of the children 
Will be heard in dreams ftbnel 

And the boy that walked beside me 
He could not understand 

Why closer in mine, ah ! closer, 
I pressed his warm soft hand* 



MEET ME TO-NIGHT. 

Meet me to-night in the path which lies 
By the side of the woodland hollow i 

The moon will have open'd her silver eyes, 
And tell thee which patfc to follow. 

And tell thoQ, &c. 

Then tripping along to thy footstep's soun4| 
Thy lip to thy heart will be humming ; 

If thy glance fijr a moment turn around, 
*Twitl assmre thee, love, I'm Coming. 

Meet me, &c 

Oh, do not fear, do not fear, not a tone will breakj 
On earth or in air, that can chide thee ; 

If a lonely rose perchance to awake, 
'Twill droop its bloim beside thee. 

Meet me^ &c. 
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STABS OF THE SUMMEE NIGHT. 

H, W. LoKGVSLi«w.] [JfNwe by J. BbocsLSi; 

Stars of the smnmer night I 

Far in yon aznre deeps, 
Hide, hide your golden light! 
She sleeps I 
My lady sleeps ! 
Sleeps ! 

Moon of the snmmer night I 

Far down yon western tfteeps. 
Sink, sink in silver light ! 
She deeps ! 
My lady sleeps 1 
Sleeps'! 

Wind of the summer ni^t! 

Where yonder woodbine creepsi, 
Fold, fold thy pinions li^t I 
She sleeps! 
My lady sleeps! 
Sleeps ! 

Dreams of the summer night 1 

Tell her her lover keeps 
Watch, while in slumbers Ijght 
She sleeps ! 
My lady sleeps ! 
Sleeps ! 

THE STAR OF THE DESEET. 

[S. LoTim.] 
In the depths of the desert, when lonely and drear, 
The sands round the desolate travler appear ; 
The splendour of day gives no aid to his path, 
For landmark nor compass tlw traveller hath. 
But when night sheds her shadow and coolness around, 
Then hark, how the bells of the camel resound ; 
For the trav'ler is as when the star sheds its ray, 
'Tis the light of his hope, *tis the guide of his way. 
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And wliat is this world but a wilderness vast, 
Where few leave a trace o'er the waste they have pass'd; 
And many are lost in the noonday of pride, 
That shines forth to dazzle, but seldom to guide ? 
Oh, bless'd is the fate of the one who has found 
Some loved star to guide through the wilderness round ; 
And such have I found, my beloved, in thee, 
For thou art the star of the desert to me. 



SISTER, I HAVE LOVED THEE WELL, 

[SOAKB.] 

Sister, I have loved thee well, 
More than poet's verse can tell. 
When it sings with golden tongue, 
And the harp with gold is strung. 
Yet, though dear to me as sight, 
Though I prize thee as the light, 
Check me not, or find too late 
Warmest love can keenest hate. 

Beauty's eye is ne'er so bright 
As when mildness lends it fight ; 
Beauty's voice is ne'er so sweet 
As when love and duty meet. 
Sister, though I have loved thee well 
More than a poet's verse can tell, 
Check me not, or find too late 
Warmest love can keenest hate. 



THE FAITHFUL HEAET. 

D. Tbbby.] lMu$ie by BiSBOV. 

Be mine, dear maid ; my faithful heart 

Can never prove untrue ; 
'Twere easier far from life to part, 
Than cease to live for you. 
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My soul, gone forth from this lone breast, 

Lives only, love, in tliino ; 
There is its only home of rest, 

Its dear, its chosen shrine. 
Then turn thee not away, my dear, 

Oh ! turn thee not away, love ; 
For by the light of truth I swear 

To love thee night and day, love. 

'Tis not mine eye thy beauty loves. 

Mine ear thy tuneful voice ; 
But 'tis my heart thy heart approves, 

A life enduring choice. 
The lark shall first forget to sing, 

When mom unfolds the east, 
Ere I by chance or coldness wring 

Thy fond confiding breast. 
Then turn thee not away, my dear, &c. 



THE MOUNTAIN MAID. 

The mountain maid from her bower has hied, 

And sped to the glassy river's side. 

Where the radiant moon shone clear and bright, 

And the willows waved in the silver light. 

.On a mossy bank lay a shepherd swain, 

He woke his pipe to a tuneful strain, 

And so blithely gay were the notes he play'd. 

That be charm'd the ear of the Mountain Maid. 

She stopp'd, with timid fear oppress'd. 
While a soft sigh swells her gentle breast, 
He cfkught her glance, and mark'd her sigh. 
And triumph laugh'd in his sparkling eye. 
So softly sweet was his tuneful ditty, 
He charm'd her tender soul to pity. 
And so blithelv gay were the notes he jjlay'd. 
That he gain'd tiae heart of the Mountain Mai<l« 
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Hearts a» wann as those abore, 
Dwell under the waters cold. 
Under the waters cold, under the waters cold, 
Oh, come and be iny love, &o. 
Come and be my love, 

And onr fairy home shall ba 
Where the water spirits row 
In the deep, deep sea. 
Come, come, &C. 



I HEAED THY FATE WITHOUT A TEAB. 

LoBD Btbok.] [Iftute by J. W. Hobbs. 

I heard thy fate without a tear, 

Thy loss with scarce a sigh ; 
And yet thou wert surpassing dear, 

Too loved of all to die : 
I know not what has sear*d mine eye. 

The tears refuse to start ; 
But ev'ry drop its Hds deny 

Falls dreary on my heart. 

Yes, deep and heavy, (me by one, 

They sink and turn to care ; 
As cavem'd waters wear the stone, 

Yet, dropping, harden there : 
Thev cannot petrify more fast 

Than feelings sunk remain, 
"Which, coldly fix'd, regard the past^ 

But never melt again. 



THE ENGLISH FIELDS. 

J. E. Ci.sPBKTBB.3 [Ifiwie by 0. 17. OlotU* 

A song for the fields, for the merry green fields, 

Let who will praise bright Italy's sky, 

Dear England alone is the land tnat I own ; 

And what spot can its beauties outvie? 



How countless its :flawe7B — ^limmgli iiie long 4snmmer 
hours, 
How sweet through the meadows to stray, 
Where freedom and health may be found that the 
wealth 
Of the proud never gafn^d far away ! 
Though others may-roam from their own native 
home, 
For me it still happiness yields, 
And say what they will of each -vine-cover'd hil5, 
Can they match me our merry green fields? 

A song for the fields, for the merry green fields. 

Though our skies oft are darken 'd with showers ; 
If sunshine alone o'er our pathway were thrown, 

Could we boast of such beautiful flowers ? 
Our hedgerows are green, and our meadows are seen 

Fill'd with daisies and buttercups wild, 
And to me they're as gay as on each sunny day 
I gather'd them when but a child. 

Though others may dream of the mountain and 
stream. 
While my wild harp its melody yields. 
My song it shall be of the land of the free, 
And the channs of its merry green fields ! 

THE SCOTTISH HEATH. 

J, E. Caepenteb.] [Music by C. W, Gloysb. 

Of all the spots sae bonnie, 
The sunny skies beneath, 
The sweetest one of any 

Is my ain dear Scottish heath ; 
There the wind blows fra' the north, 
And the laverock wanders forth. 
There's health in every blossom that scents the morn- 
ing air, 
But I hae nae cause to sigh, 
If I tell the reason why 
I loe the blooming heather — 'tis my laddie meets me 
there! 
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'Tis ere tlie flocks are roaming 

I loe to wander there, 
Tis oflen at tlie gloaming 

That thither I repair ; 
For the heather's purple bloom 
Sheds around such sweet perfume ; 
Beyond the rose I prize it, be the blossom e*er sae fair, 
But for more tnan all the rest, 
For the truth must be confess'd, 
I loe the blooming heather — 'tis my laddie meets me 
there ! 



THE lEISH LAKE. 

J. E. CXBPBNTBB.] iMtmc by C. W. Glotu. 

One day by that lake I was straying 

In whose waves, as they placidly flow, 
'Tis said that the old towers of Erin 
May be seen there reflected below ; 
1 thought I might venture to peep in. 

When what m the wave should I trace 
But the form of that spalpeen Tim Doolan 
Looking ui) like a thief in my face. 
'Twas Tim looking over my shoulder, 

Though I thought I was dreaming awake, 
" Sure, said he, " there's no ghost of a creature 
Save myself in your Irish lake.'* 

Oh ! it's sweet are the waters of Ireland, 

Of many a minstrel the dream ; 
But I think that her bards have been given 

To mingle romance with the theme ; 
Tlie towers they speak of had vanish'd, 

And, save for a trout or a perch. 
There was nothing below I might fairly 
Mistake for a house or a church ! 
Except as Tim looked o'er my shoulder, 

And laughed at my little mistake. 
He show'd me the steeple — inverted, 
Of a church 'ueath the Irish lake. 
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- THE CAMBEIAN VALE. 

J. E. CASPXima.] IMune by C. W. Olotxs. 

They may talk as tliej please of their far-spreading 
waters, 

Their lakes and their praines, majestio and grand, 
There is not a spot that fair Cambrians daughters 

Would love half so well as their own native land ; 
'Tis there, when the goats on the hill-side are browsing, 

We sit round the harper and list to his tales. 
While the song that he sings, ev'fy feeling arousing. 

Tells of deeds that were done in our own flowVy vales. 

Our sons may be rough as the crags of the mountain. 

But, look you, they've hearts that are tender and 
true. 
Their silver songs flow like the voice of the fountain. 

Then what can the poor maids of Cambria do ? 
From market and fair when at eve we're returning. 

Perchance o'er the heart some soft accent prevails ; 
Then our wants are but few, so all bashfulness spuming, 

We soon find a home in our own flow'ry vales. 



HEUMINE. 

J. H. DuFFT.] [Ifttwc by T. C. Ebtkolds. 

Fast and fair the stars were springing 

In. the deep calm summer slcy. 
Soft the bulbul bird was singing 

To a clump of roses nigh ; 
And through the grass a little stream 
Went murmuring in a happy dream. 
While, leaning on my breast, Hermine 
Sigh'd low " My heart for aye is thine !" 

But e'er since grey-beard Time was young, 
Love 'gainst the yellow gold was weak, 

And oft for this hatli woman flung 
True hearts away to live or break ; 
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So now with ooie. wlu> loTted not moM, 
Who won her with the glittering ore, 
Pwells in the summer land of Rhine, 
ly^ life's loit Piaiai— ^alse Hermine I 



SING! SING! SING! 

it. Fabx.] IMugio-hj, H. Fabxib, 

^ng ! — sing ! — an^ ! 

The brightest spirits sing^! 
Let mumrring creatures weep, 

The wise do no such thing ; 
Contentment shows the heart 

Is rich in wisdom's lore, 
Gisre kills with dastard art, 

Then let him reign no more, 

Sing^ sing, singf 

BsHg ! — sing ! — sing f 

As David sung of old. 
Who thrill'd esucL silver string 

Upon his lyre of gold. 
Since man is born to woe. 

And life he can't prolong. 
Shall not the bosom glow 

When touch'd by syren song ? 
Sing, sing,, sing. I 

Sing !— sing t — sing ! 

For music rules the spheresi. 
Let hope extend her wing, 

And.eladnessdry our tears;. 
Song rules the mood of mind, 

The gloomy and the gay ; 
Song breathes with accents mild 

what lovers dare not say ! 

Sing, sing, sing ! 
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OLD FEIENDS MET TOGETHEE. 

C. SwAiK.] [JCWic hj'Z,J, LoDXB. 

Oh ! Time is sweet when roses meet, 

With springes sweet breath around them; 
And sweet the cost when hearts are lo8t| 

If those we love have found them ; 
And sweet the mind that still can find 

A star in darkest weather ; 
But nought can be so sweet to see, 

As old friends met together. 

Those da^s of old when youth was bold, 

And Time stole wines to speed it, 
And youth ne'er knew now fast they flew, 

Or knowing, did not heed it ; 
Though grey each brow that meet us now, 

For age brings wintry weather. 
Yet nought can be so sweet to see 

As old friends met together. 

The few long known that years haive shown 

With hearts that friendship blesseSi 
A hand to cheer — perchance, a tear 

To sooth a friend's distresses ! 
That helped and tried, still side by side, 

A friend to face hard weather. 
Oh ! thus may we yet joy to see 

Our old fiiends met together. 



THE GLOEIOUS BEITISH OAK! 

B. GovGH.] IMuiio by W. Qmaxtium, 

Fill a goblet, merry folk, 
And QuaiF a toast with me, 

Hero's tiic glorious British oiak, 
Old England's lordly tree I 



216 THE BOOK 07 

The oak, the monarch oak, 

Is ours o*er hill and lea, 
Beneath the woodman^s stroke, 

Or sweeping o'er the sea. 

Then fill a goblet, &c. 

The oak it is a noble tree, 

It hath no living peers, 
For it reigneth firm and free 

A thousand rolling years ; 
'Twas made for British land, 

Where every man is free ! 
"What tree can foes withstand. 

Or age, old oak, like thee ? 

Then fill a goblet, &o. 

Fill a goblet, merry folk. 

And be a bumper thine, 
Who would toast the British oak 

Should drink the best of wine ; 
Our fathers loved its shade, 

Our kings have climb'd its boughs ; 
Huzza ! the garland cannot fade 

That wreathes around its brows ! 

Then fill a goblet, &c. 



NEVEE DESPAIE. 

J. W. Lake.] [Jfiwtc by J. BsisiX. 

Never despair ! — ^let the feeble in spirit. 

Bow like the willow that stoops to the blast ; 
Droop not in peril — 'lis manhood's true merit 

Nobly to struggle and hope to the last. 
When, by the suiishine of fortune forsaken. 

Faint sinks the heart of the feeble with fear, 
Stnnd like the oak of the forest unshaken, 

Never despair, boys ! never despair \ 
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Kevar despair, thongh adyeraity rages 

Fiercely and fell as the surge on the shore ; 
"Firm as the rock in the ocean for ages, 

Stem the rude torrent till danger is o'er ! 
Fate, with its whirlwind, onr jojs may all seyer^ 

Tme to onrselyes we haye nothing to fear, 
lihla be onr hope and onr anchor for eyer : — 

Neyer despair, boys ! neyer despair ! 



SOME POETS PEAISE. 

[Airoimious.] 

Some poets praise the yiolet's hue, 

And some the lily's whiteness, 
Some Scotland's bells of bonny blue. 

And some the rose's brightness. 
But oh ! giye me the heather bloom. 

In simple beauty blowing, — 
So sweet it scatters its penume, 

Upon the wild heath growing. 

Some poets praise the mignonette, 

Ana some the honey-flower ; 
But there's a sweeter fragrance yet 

Within a jasmine bower ; 
That flower it blooms alone for me. 

Though gazed upon by many, 
In all the world they ne er could see 

So sweet a flower as Annie ! 



MEEEILY GOES THE MILL. 

C JmiBTS.] IMuHe by S. KXLSOir. 

Merrily rolls the mill-stream on. 

Merrily goes the mill, 
And merry to-night shall be my song 

As ever the gay lark's trill. 

I. 
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While Hie stream Bhall.flo^ 

And the niill shall gQ, 
And i^ ^gamers are "bra v^jr stored: 

'Come all who will, 

Theresa a welcome stffl 
Atiihe joyidl miller^B board. 

Wellxmyflie iniller^s heart HbeS^i^ 

Well may his song be gay, 
For the richman*s smile and the poor man*0 pray'r 
Haue been^iis £br manjr-a^^y. 

And' they Hess iihe name 

Of the miller's dame 
In cots wheie the lowly -monm; 

For want and woe 

At her .eaming ^, 
And joy and .peace retum. 

Fair is the miller*s danghter to6^ 
With her locks of : golden hairi 
With herlanghins eye aadjniniiy Itrow ; 
Still better is she than fair. 
She hath lightened toil 
With her Tnnning smile; 
And if everiiis heart was. sad, 
Let' her sing the sopg 
He hath loved so loi]^, 
And the miller's heart was j^lad. 

.lAJenily rolls the milE6treainti9,>fto. 



MOLLY CAEEW. 

Och .hone ! 4uid what will I do ? 
Snre my love is all crost 
Like a bnd in the frost ; 
And there's no use at all in my going to T)ed»- 
For 'tis dhrames and not sleep that comes into xnj 
lieada 
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And His all About you, 

My sweet Molly Carew — 
And indeed 'tis a sin and a shame ! 

Tou're complater 4iian Natore 

In every feature, 

The snow can't compare 

With your forehead so fiiir, 
And I rather would "see just one blink of your eye 
Than the prettiest star that shines oat of the sky. 

And by this and by that 

For the matter o' that, 
You're more distant by far than that same ! 

Och hone ! weirasthru I 
I'm alone in this world without you. 

Och hone ! but why should I spake 

Of your forehead and eyes, 

When your nose it defies 
Paddy Blake, the schoolmaster, to put it in rhyme, 
Though there's one Burke, he says, that would call it 
«7ii*6-lime; — 

And then, for your oheek! 

Troth, 'twould take him a week 
Its beauties to tell^ as he'd rather. 

Then your lips ! oh, machree 1 

In their beautiful glow, 

They a pattern might be 

For the cherries to grow. 
'Twas an apple that tempted our mother, we know, 
For apples were scaroe, I suppose, long ago ; 

But at this time o' day, 

'Pon my conscience I'll say, 
Such cherries might tempt a man's father ! 

Och hone ! weirasthru ! 
I'm alone in this worh.1 without you. 

Och hone I by the man in the moon, 
You taze me all ways 
That a woman can plaae, 
I- 1 
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For JOB dance twice as hig^ with liiat flne^ Fat 

Magce, 
As when joa take diaie of a jig, dear, with me^ 

Though tiie proer I bate, 

For fear ihe M chate 
Wouldn't play joo toot faTomite tone ; 

And when jon re at masfl^ 

My devotion jon crass,' 

Fur *tis thinking of joo, 

I am, MoDy Carcw, 
Wliile jon wear, on purpose, a bonnet so deep 
That I can*t at yonr sweet pnrtj face get a peep. 

Oh, lare off that bonnet, 

Or else 1*11 lave on it 
The loss of my wandherin' sowl ! 

Och hone ! weirasthrn ! 

Och hone ! like an owl. 
Day is night, dear, to me, without you ! 

Och hone ! don't provoke me to do it ; 

For there's girls by the score 

That loves me — and more, 
And you'd look very quare if some morning you'd meet 
My wedding all marching in pride down the street^ 

Troth, you'd open y6ur eyes. 

And vou'd die with surprise 
To think twasn't you was come to it! 

And faith, Elatty Naile, 

And her cow, I go bail, 

Would jump if fd say 

" Katty Naile, name the day." 
And though you're fair and fresh as a morning in Mny, 
"While she's short and dark like a cold winter s day, 

Yet, if yon don't repent 

Before Easter, when Lent 
Is over, 111 marry for spite ! 

Och hone I weirasthm ! 

And when I die for you, 
Mjr ghoBt will haunt you every night I 



% 
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THE CHILD AND THE BUTTERFLY. 

J. £. Cabpxvtu.] [MMtie bj J. W. CuiBir. 

An old man saw a little chfld 

A butterfly pursuing, 
That flutter d gail j in the sun, 

Each bud and floweret wooing ; 
" Oh trifle not with time," he said, 

'' Life*8 fleetine moments treasure, 
Nor waste youth s bright and rosy hours 
In vain and idle pleasure." 

Twas vain — ^the merry boy went on 

Through meadow, vale, and wildwoodp 
For what has youth to do but play, 
And what is time to childhood? 

The laughing boy to manhood grew, 

Lite's bat^e bravely doing ; 
But what is oft the noblest aim 

But butterflies pursuing ? 
Some false light glitters in our path, 

Some phantom flies before us. 
And, ere weVe snatch'd the wish*d-for prize. 
Old age comes creeping o*er us. 
Ah ! chide not then each idle sport 
In valley, mead, or wildwoo^ — 
Let youth be happy while it may, 
Nor talk of time to childhood I 



WHAT WILL TO-MOEEOW BEXNG. 

W. £. SzAiTB.] lUuiie bj J. W. HoBB» 

What will to-morrow bring ? 

Strife or repose? 
Pleasure or sorrowing? 

Nobody knows ! 
Fortune is fickle, 

May smile ot m&7 iKrmL, 
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Time Trith bis sickle 

May mow as all down ; 
Though life in security 

See the day close, 
Yet what it* futurity, 

Nobody knows ! 

What will to-raorrow bring T 

None may disclose ! 
Where will it find u&? 

Oh ! nobody knows ! 
Here ! where life'fr histories^ 

Time but unrolls ; 
There ! where no mysteries 

Darken our souls ; 
Though eart^ be " no more" for us 

Ere the day close ! 
The bliss then in store for Ufl- 

Nobody knows 



SMILE" ON, YOUNG BRTDK 

E. W, BowLXS*] [Musie by C. W. GlOTXB. 

Smile on, young bride, smile on, smile on^ 
^x Though the nower& that deok. thy brow 
May wither ere an hour b© past, 

Heed nat liieir fading now; 
Let bri^utejt hopes and sweeter thoughts 

Thy fluttering bosom fill; 
Thy life has been a dream of love, 
} Oh ! dream on, dream on still. 

Earth is^ to thee all gladness now, 

No.clond of sad^ning care 
Has swept across youm's sunny skj,. 

But all is bright and fair ; 
And though perchance a change may como 

When these sweet dreams have flown, 
Heed not the thought, be happy now,- — 
Smile on, j-oimg biidfi, eoDule cut 
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', E. CiinHnK]; [Mmie by Wi IX Iffianncoy. 

We mark.ilfin'tlia fleecy clonds 

That, fftiottJike, wander b^, 
The brigntest flbwer Uas but its hour 

T6 bud and' bloom — then die. 
'^8 read in old familiar things 

As in the new and strange, 
"Where'er we go,.whate'er we know, 

*Tis change — for ever change. 

'IHfi written on. the tranquil wavee, 

Gh.! . fearfully and strong, 
The rivers that now calmly glide 

In torrents gush along; 
The birds that glad oar summer woo^ 

Have still their hour to range ; 
THe leyaves must fkll— the doom, of all 

la.change — for ever change.. 

But ok! not only in the woods. 

The streams, the flowersi the trees^: — 
Do we appear from year to year 

Less changed than au^ht of these ?' 
Old loves we leave, old links we break,. 

Old friends to us grow strange,-— 
The saddest emblem of the heart 

Is chuige — for ever change 1 



SLEEP, GENTLE SLEEP. 

r. E, CAMMrTBB.] [Ifiwtc by W. T. WsiGSTOir. 

Sleep, gentle sleep ! around my pillow 

Ye guardian angels spread your wings,. 
The moonlight sleeps upon the billow, 

A sweet' good-night tne cricket sings; 
The dreamy flowers their eyes are closing. 

The stars their midnight vigils keeg, 
The waves^ in. slumber are reposing,. 

Yet not ta m& oomea gentle sleep I' 
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Sleep, gentle sleep, my limbs are wearj, 

But the soft languor conies not yet, 
Througli the still Hours, so long and dreary, 

Oh ! that I could awhile forget. 
Forget, though hut for one brief hour, 

This grief I dare not, may not weep ; 
The parched earth pines not for the shower 

As I for thee, oh, gentle sleep. 



ROCKED IN THE CRADLE OF THE DEEP. 

Mm. WnxABD.] [IfiMte by J. P, EVZOBX. 

Rock*d in the cradle of the deep 
I lay me down in peace to sleep, 
Secure, I rest upon the wave. 
For Thou, oh ! Lord, hast power to save. 
I know Thou wilt not slight my call, 
For Thou dost mark the sparrow's fall. 
And calm and peaceful shall I sleep, 
Rock'd in the cradle of the deep. 

And such the trust that still were mine, 
Though stormy winds sweep o'er the brine, 
Or tholigh the tempest's fiery breath 
Boused me from slumber to wreck and death! 
In ocean cave, still safe with Thee 
The germ of immortality I 
And calm and peaceful shall I sleep, 
Rock'd in the cradle of the deep. 



OH ! SHE WAS GOOD AS SHE WAS FAIR. 

S. Boards.] [Iftme by M. W, BlLn. 

Oh ! she was good as she was fair, 

None, none on earth above her ; 
As pure in thought as angels are : 

To know her was to Iovq bet. 



! 
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Wheir Httf^i How her 67011, Her TOiee^ 
Her every gestttre asid rejoice -; 

Her comhig^ wm ar gladiiest. 
And, as she grew, her modest grace; 
Her downcast look, 'twas heaTeBttrtrae^i, 
When shading witH her hand- her fbot 

She half inclined to^sadhess. 

Her Toice,. whatever she said, enchanted;; 

like mnsic to the heart it went ;, 

And Her dark e jes how eloquent 1. 
Ask what .she. would, 'twas granted^ 
Her father bved her as his fame,. 
And Bajard''s self had done the same.. 
Oh ! she was good aa she was faii^. 

None, none on earth above herr;; 
Aspure in thought as angels ase^. 

To know her waa to love hec. 



EY HAVE GIYEN THEE TO ANOTHER, 

, LlVLXT.] ll£u$ie bj G, Lotlkt. 

Thev liave given thee to another, 

^jlreyhave broken every vov?v 
They nave given tfaee to anotiieor^ 

Ajid my heart is lam^y now, 
Thev remember not: our. parttng;; 

They remember not onr tear^ 
Thev have severed in. one fatal, hour* 

The tendemeaa of. yearn. 
Oh! waa it well to leave-me? 
Thou couldst not so deceive' mer; 
Long aoEkd sorely I shall grieve thee^. 
Lost, lostBosabell! 

They have given thee to smother,^— 

Thou art now his- gentle brid^; 
Had!' loved' thee a» a brotlier- 

I could see thee by hia-BR-^i 
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Bat I know with gold the jVe won thee. 
And thy tmsting heart hegniled; 

Thy mother, too, doth shnn me. 
For she knew I loTed her child. 

Oh ! was it well to serer 

Two fond hearts for ever? 

I can only answer. Never ! 
Lost, lost Bosahel ! 

They have given her to another,— 

She will love him, too, they say; 
If her memory do not chide her, 

Oh ! perhaps, perhaps she may. 
But I know that she hath spoken 

What she never can forget, 
And, though my poor heart be brokeHy 

It will love her, love her yet. 
Oh ! 'twas not well to sever 
Two fond hearts for ever ; 
More I shall see her never, 
Lost, lost Bosabel ! 



THE OUTLAW. 

H. CiBL ScHiLLBm.] [MuHe by E. J. LODIB. 

Oh ! I am the child of the forest wild, 

Where the red-deer boundeth free, 
And the mavis sings with uncaged wings 

To his mate in the greenwood tree. 
I range at will o'er mead or hill, 

Or deep in the woodland shade, 
With my good yew bow in my hand I go, 
As free as the bird or the wild red roe. 
And the woods ring out with song and shont^ 
For I'm king of the forest g&de. 

The sparkling brooks they mirror the looks 

Of the bright blue laughing sky ; 
And sweet flowers spring and the gnarFd oaks fling 
Their mighty limbs on Ingh. 
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Oh ! I love to roam in my fresh green home ^ 

With our nut-brown maids, our forest maids, 
Or my bold, bold fr^res, who doff the cares 
'Which the hollow worldling seeks and shares; 
Then woods ring out with song and shout^ 
For I'm king of the forest glade. 

The franklin and priest, oh ! they love to feast 

On the prime oi the stalled steer ; 
But I am the lord of the free green sward, 

And the best of the king's fat deer, 
And the abbot should fast when Lent is past, 

And the mass is suns or said, 
Ere my freres and me mck malvoisie 
To quaff a deep draught 'neath the greenwood tree. 
When the woods ring out with son^ and shout, 
For I'm king of the forest glade. 



I CANNOT CHANGE AS OTHERS DO. 

Earl of BocHBSTSB.] [Jfimc by W. Mxtitabd. 

I cannot change as others do. 

Though you unjustly scorn ; 
Since that poor youth who sighs for yon. 

For you alone was bom. 
No, Emma, no ; a surer way 

To gain your heart I'll try. 
And, to revenge my slighted love, 

Will still love on and die. 

When kill'd by ^rief your lover lies, 

And you to mind shall call 
The signs that now unpitied rise, 

The tears that vainly fall, 
. That welcome hour that ends this smart 

Will then begin your pain ; 
For such a faithful, tender heart 

Can never break in vain. 
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AJSiGYLE IS MY ISTAJOI^ 

Argyle is mj name, and yon jdaj- tidnkit 
To Hto at a conrt, yet never to change; 
To faction or tyranny equally a foe^ 
The good of the land's the sole motive I know 
The foes of my country and kinglhaye.ftced; 
In city or battle I ne'er was disgraced. 
I've done what I conld for my country's weid^. 
Now I'll feast upon bannocks o' barleymeaL 

Ye riots and revels of London, adiea-I' 
And folly, ye fopliuM, I leave her to yon. 
For Scotland I minted in bustle and strife^ 
For myself I seek peace and an innocent life. 
I'll haste to the Highlands, and visit each seeoe^ 
With Maggy, my love, in her rockley o' green ; 
On the biuucs of Glenary what pleasure I feel, 
While she shares of my bannock o' barleymieal^ 

And if it chance Magsy should bring me a son^, 
He shall fight for his king, as his father has done ; 
I'll hang up my sword with an old soldier's pride^ 
Oh, may he be worthy to wear't on his side! 
I pant tor the breeze of my loved native place; 
I long for the smile of each welcoming face, 
I'll an to the Highlands as fkst 's I can reel,. 
And feast upon bannock o' barleymeal. 



THE GIPSY BAND. 

J. BsrvoK.] [Jfurie by-A* Far*. 

List to the l&j of the Gipsy band, 
Merrily roammg from land to land; 
Free as the skylark's wing above,. 
Fearing no hate, nor courting love; 
We borrow from all, yet none we owe^ 
LaughiDg at law where' ex we ^o. 



The fattest'dMi; in: pvk or woocl^ 
Of kni^bi. and pser, fOfV^y Qi fiucL; 
Onr drink V tiie best of contmbtiid^— 
Then shout ft)rtii» xdmtj GipgjF ba«L 

The toTniflmMUBf^' boast that one faonaQ.hotk he, 

But we hanw a^hiindrad all-reatrfraa; 

Nothing we pi^ for ooal or^ clothea,^ 

Yet we ve a fire where hedge- wood grows ; 

The rich mta^a, lardor hath-not bettac fuw^t, 

Dainties of Imoek,, ef earthy aikl.air !. 

In onr abode we de notwitthe. 

Beneath a load of tas or tithe*;. 

No care inrhead> no coin in hand, — 

Then shoot for.tbe many- Gipsjr band*. 

The wealthy, may boast of stately han%. 

Streaming lights from pictured walls ; 

Of moulded, ceilings, gilded domes^.. 

Flower'd carpets, o'er their rooms ;. 

But we're rick as tiiey, below*— albof^ 

l^lie grass our floor, the sky our roof;^ 

The Donny rays of yonder moon 

Can match'the.blaze of their saloon;, 

We've healthier cheeks^. although tliex'ro^^tann'd ; 

Then shout for the. merry GBpay band. 



On Linden, when the sun was low,- 
All bloodless lay the untrodden- aio^v; 
And dark as winter was the flow* 

Of Iser, rolling rapidly ! 
But Linden show'd another sight' 
When the drum beat at dead of odght^. 
Commanding fires of death to lighto 

l^e dkdmoss of' her scenery. 



230 THE BOOK 07 

By torch and trumpet fast array'd, 
Each horseman drew his battle-bladOi 
And furious every charger neigh'd, 

To join the dreadlul revelry I 
Then shook the hills with thunder riyeO| 
Then rushed the steed to battle driven, 
And louder than the bolts of heaven 

Far flash'd the red artillery ! 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden's hills of stained snow, 
And bloodier yet the torrent flow 

Of Iser, rolling rapidly ! 
'Tis mom, but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds rolling dun, 
When furious Frank and fiery Hun 

Shout in their sulphurous canopy ! 

The combat deepens ; on, ye brave, 
Who rush to glory or the grave ! 
Wave, Munich ! all thy banners wave, 

And charge with all thy chivalry. 
Few, few shall part where many meet I 
The snow shall be their winding-sheet. 
And every turf beneath their feet 

Shall be a soldier's sepulchre. 



BOLD EOBIN HOOD. 

J. B. Plaitohs.] IMuHc by Sir H. B. BiSHOP. 

Oh ! bold Robin Hood is a forester good 
As ever drew bow in the merry greenwood ; 

At his bugle's shrill singing 

The echoes are ringing. 
The wild deer is springing for many a rood : 

Its summons we follow 

Through brake, over hollow, 
TJjc sLnlljr-blown summons of bold Bobin Hood. 
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And what eye hatb e'er seen 

Such a sweet maiden queen 
As Marian, the pride of the foresters' green ? 

A sweet garden flower, 

She blooms in the bower 
Where alone to this hour the wild rose bath been. 

"We hail her, in duty, 

The queen of all beauty ! 
"We will live, we will die by our sweet maiden que 

And we've a grey friar. 

Good as heart may desire, 
To absolve all our sins, as the case may require ; 

Who with courage so stout 

Lays his oak plank about. 
And puts to the rout all the foes of his choir; 

For we are his choristers. 

We merry foresters, 
Chorusing still with our militant friar : 

Bobin and Marian ! Robin and Marian ! 

Drink to them one by one, drink while you si 
Hobin and Marian ! Robin and Marian ! 

Long with their glory old Sherwood shall riuj 



A GAUDEN IS MY LADY'S FACE 

[Iftmc by B. Attzbbvkt.3 

A garden is my lady's face. 

Where roses and white lilies blow ; 

A heav'nly paradise is that place, 
Wherein the fairest fruits do grow. 

There cherries be that none may buy, 

'Till "cherry ripe" themselves do cry. 

Those cherries fairly do disclose. 
Of orient pearls, a double row ; 

Which, when her lovely laughter shows, 
They look like rosebuds fiird with snow. 

Yet them no peer nor prince may buy, 

•Till " cherry ripe" themselves do cry. 
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Her eyes like angels watcb tiiem. sii]] ; 

Her brows like bended bows do stand, 
Hureat'oing witb piercing frowns to kill 

All that approach, with eje or band;. 
Those sacrea cherries to come nigb, 
'TOl '^dierry ripe" themsdyes da ciy. 



MY MISTRESS IS AS FAIR AS FINE. 

[If Mic by JoBv BBnnz.] 

Hj mistresa is as fair as fine,. 

With milk-white handa and eolden hair; 
Her eyes the radiant stam-ontohine, 

Lighting all things far and near. 
Fair as Cjnthia, not so fickle : 
Smooth as glass, though not so brittla. 

My heart is like a ball of snow, 
Fast melting at ber glances bridit ;. 

Her rubj lips like night-worms ^, 
Sparlding through the pale tmlight; 

Neat: she is, no feather liglrter;. 

Bright she is, no daisy whiter. 



EEfa ganute: 

Qno. MjiOiiBinr.l ZMli$ie ligr €F. A; MiflfAimr. 

In the merry old time of our ancestora^ 
When the Saxons and Danes>ni]ed here, 
f^ They feasted right well, as their chronifilea.t^ 

p! And got drank every day. ia the yeai^. 

V. In the merry old times, 

I ' In the merry old times, 

\ In the merry, merryi merry old' times. 

One day when the king was royally drunk, 
i . They throned hira- upon the sea-shore, 

And commanded the waves like infidel slaves 
To be bnmbh' their master \>e£oT« \ 
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\xit the billows were all so rolling drank, 
The J scared the whole court from Dover, 
ind they foain*d and roar'd, " We scorn such a lord, 

He's a king only half-seas-over ! ** 
lien his majesty summon 'd both Commons and Lords, 
" Let's be merry and wise," quoth he ; 
And to quell this commotion, let's drink up the ocean, 
And so be lords of the sea." 

In the merry old times, 
In the merry old times, 
In the merry, merry, merry, old times. 



WHEN THE WIND BLOWS. 

llfutie by W. Hobslbt.] 

When the wind blows in the sweet rose-tree, 
And the cow lows on the fragrant lea. 
And the stream flows all bright and free^ 
'Tis not for thee, 'tis not for me, 

'Tis not for any one here, I trow. 
The gentle wind bloweth, 
Tlie happy cow loweth. 
The merry stream floweth, "_ 

For all below. " 

Oh ! the Spring, the bountiful Sprin|^, 
She shineth and smileth on ev'ry thiD^. 

'\^^lere come the sheep? To the rich man's moor. 
Where cometh sleep ? To the bed that's poor. 
Peasants must weep, and kings endure ; 
That's a fate that none can cure. 

Yet Spring doeth all she can, I trow. 
She brings the bright hours, 
She weaves the sweet flowers. 
She dresseth her bowers 

For all below. 
Oh! the Spring, the bountiful Spring, 
She shinetn and smileth on ev'ry tbixii^. 
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OH I WHO. WILL O'ER THE DOWHfS SO 

FREE ?♦ 

B. L. PlAsaiLL.] [Mu$ie by B. L. Pbabuxb. 

who wiir ride o'er the Downs so fire©, 
O who wiU with me ride, 

who will up and follow me. 
To win a blooming bride ? 

Her father he has lock'd the door. 

Her mother keeps- Ihe key ; 
Bat neither door nor bolt shall part 

My own true love from me. 

1 sawher bew'r at twilight grey, 
'Twas guarded safe and sure ; 

I saw her bowV at break of day, 
'Twas-goarded then no more.. 

The varlets they were all asleep,. 

And none was near to see, 
The greeting fair that passed! there 

Between my love and me. 

I promised her to come at* night, — 

With comrades- brave and true, 
A gallant baud with sword in hand^ 

To break her prison through. 

I promised her to come at night. 

She's waiting now for me ;- 
And ere* the dawn of morning light,. 

I'll set my true love &ee. 

* The words of this son^' are written hr allarion to Mi 
event sapposed to have taken plaoa in the nrigfabonrbood of 
Winterbome, in Gloncestershire. One Hickeustini (or mekeif 
Stim, as he is called by the common people), who lies baded in 
the church there, is said to have been a knight who Uvsd by 
piUage. He fell in love with a neighboar'» dangfater, won her 
affeoaonSf was reioBed bv her parents, bat, with the awtotanca 

of Ma Menda^ carried her off fcom her (Other's house.. Sooh 

ereDtg were not unoonunon bi the loi^^e «b^. 
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O, BY BIVEES. 

BsJLXBFSlSBrT IMurie hj "Df.Mjvsow, 

O, by rivew, by wboee falls 

HelocRons biros sing madrigals^. 

The shepherd swains shall dance and plaj. 

For thy delight on each May-day. 

With a fa, la, la. 

Where silver sands and pebbles dng, 
Eternal ditties to the spring; 
There shall yon pass the welcome. nigbt 
• In sylvan pleasure and delight. 

Witn a fa, la, la. 



JO ! WHERE WFFH: WLOWEET HEAD. 

[2R(«te by T. MoBLBY^X 
jo ! where with flow'ry head, and hair all brightsome, 
iosy-cheek'd, crystal-eyed,, e'en weeping lightsome, 
The fair Aurora springeth, 
And wanton Flora flingeth 
Amorous oddurs 
Unta the winds delightsome. 
Ah ! for pfty and ai^ish, 
Only mylie«rt doth hnguislr! . 



THE BED-CEOSS ElflGHT. 

\^Mu$io By CjJccoTr,] 

Blow,' wardfer,' bkw thy sounding horn, 

And thy banner wave on high, 
For the Christians have fought in the holy land 

And have won the victory ! 

Loud, loud the warder bkrw hia^hom^ 

And his banner waved- on high.; 
Jjct the mass be sun^, and the beUs be nmg^ 

And the feast, andtha &a8t eat xb&txiS^^^ 



236 THB BOOK OF 

SOLO. 



The warder looked from bis tower on bigh 

As far as lie could see ; 
I see a bold knight, and by his red cross. 

He comes from the east coontry. 



SOLO. 



Then load the warder blew bis bom, 

And caird till he was hoarse, 
'' I see a bold knight, and on his shield bright' 

He beareth a flaming cross." 



SOLO. 

Then down the lord of the castle came. 

The red-cross knight to meet ; 
And when the red-cross knight he espied, 

Bight loving he did him greet. 

BASS SOLO. 

" Oh ! I am come from the Holy Land, 

Where saints did live and die ; 
Behold the device I bear on my shield, 

A red-cross knight am I ! 
And we have fought in the Holy Land, 

And have won the victory ; 
For with valiant might 
Did the Christians fight. 

And made the proud Pagans fly." 

" Thou'rt welcome here, dear red-cross knight ; 

Come, lay thy armour bv, 
And for the good tidings thou dost bring 

We'll feast right merrily, merrily; 
For all in my castle shall rejoice 

That we've gain'd the victory ; 
And the bells shall be rung, 
And the mass shall be sung, 
And the feast eat mernVy.^^ 
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SLEEP, GENTLE LADY. 

J. B. PLJUroHi.] [Uune by Sir H. K. Bueop. 

Sleep, gentle ladj, the flowers are closing, 
The yery wayes and winds reposing ; 
Oh ! may our soft and soothing numbers 
Wrap thee in sweeter and softer slumbers. 
Peace be around thee, lady bright ; 
Sleep while we sing good night, good night. 

THE BLUE-BELLS OF SCOTLAND. 

" Oh ! where, and oh ! where is your Highland laddie 

gone?" 
" He*s gone to fight the Buss for our Queen upon the 

uirone. 
And 'tis oh ! in my heart, I wish him safe at home." 

*' Oh ! where, and oh ! where did your Highland laddie 
dwell ?" 

" He dwelt in merry Scotland, at the sign of the Blue- 
bell. 

And 'tis oh ! in my heart, I loye my laddie well." 

" Suppose, and suppose your Highland lad should die ?" 
" The bagpipes shall play o'er him, I'd lay me down 



and cry 
And 'tis oh I in my heart, I wish he may not die. 



f) 



APEIL SHOWERS. 

(fKOM the GERMAN.) 

H, W. LowoMLLOw.] IMusic by J. L, Klttoil 

Patter, patter ! Let it pour ; 
Patter, patter ! Let it roar. 

Down the steep roof let it rush, 

Down the hill-side let it gush. 
'Tis the welcome April show'r 
Bringing forth the sweet May flow'r. 

Patter, patter! Let it pour; 
Fatter, patter I Let it roar. 
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Xet the glancing lightning flaali, 
Ldt 4he peaHng' thunder £tsfa. 
*TiB the <^elGeme April show'r 
Bringing forth the sweet M^j. flow's. 

Patter, fnUer ! Itet it-poor; 

Patter, ^fitter ! iLet it roar. 

Baon tfae-'okxidB "wiU innr8t'8wa|^y 
Soon will 'Gome i a bright : spring Amy, 

*^s'tihe welcome tJ^pril^howVa, 

"Which bring forth the sweet May flow'rs. 



THE LAST ItOSE OiF BUMIEEB. 

T.MooBs.] I7rMlf«My 

Tis the last rose of summer 

Left blooming alone ; 
All her lovely companions 

Are faded and gene ; 
No flower of her kindred, 

No rosebud is nigh, 
To reflect back her blushes, 

>Or give sigh Ibrsigh. 

ni not leave ihee, *(hmi'foiie'eae, 

To phio on thy -stem ; 
Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go, sleep 'thou with l^em ; 
Thus kindly i scatter 

Thy leaves o'er :the befl, 
Where thy mates of ihe garden 

Lie scentless and dead. 

So soon may I follow. 

When friendship decoy. 
And from love's vhining'ctrcle 

The gems drop away ! 
When true hearts lie wHher'd, 

And fond ones are flown, 
Oh ! who would inhabit 

This Ueak ^oili aluve I 



IN GOING TO aor LONBiar BED. 

In going to m-y lonely bed, 

As one that would have slept^ 
*Ilieard a wife sing to lier-clmd, 

That loDgiiadinoanvd And wept. 
-Sheisigihed sore, And sang fiill aweet^ 

To lull tke babe to rest.; 
That would not cease, but criM still 

Upon its mother's bieast. 

She was !u11 weary of lier wiftch, 

And grieT^d withlier child:; 
She rock'd it, and rated it, 

'Till that on 'her it smiled. 
Then did she say, " Kow harelibmid 

Thisproverb true doth pnrro*: 
The iauing out of &ithfal iriends 

KenewingisofloTe.'" 



» 



WHO IS SYLVIA? 

SsAKSMiBsJ [Mmiehj Biskop. 

Who is Sylvia? what is she, 
lliat all our swains commend her? 

Holy, fair, and wise is she ; 

The heavens such grace did lend her^ 

That she might admired be. 

Is she kind as she is fair? 

For beauty lives with kindness : 
Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness, 
And, being help'd, inhabits here. 
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Then to Sylvia let us sing, 
That Sylvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortal thin^ 
Upon the dull earth dwelling. 



DOWN IN A FLOWEEY VALU 

[Mutic by C. FlsXA.] 

Down in a flowVy vale, all on a summer morning^ 
Phillis I spied, fair Nature's self adorning ; 
Swiftly on wings of love I flew to meet her, 
Coldly she welcomed me, when I did greet her, 

1 warbled thus my ditty : — 

" 0, shepherdess ! have pity, 

And hear a faithful lover 

His passion true discover. 
Ah ! why art thou to me so cruel ?" 
Then straight replied my jewel : — • 

" If ffold thou hast, fond youth, 'twill speed thy sv 
But if thy purse be empty, come not to me a wool 



THE HEART THAT CAN FEEL F< 

ANOTHER. 

Uptow.] [MuHe by W. Sku 

Jack Steadfast and I were both messmates at sea^ 

And plough'd half the world o'er together, 
And many hot battles enconnter'd have we, 

Strange climates, and all kind of weather. 
But seamen, you know, are inured to hard gales. 

Determined to stand by each other ; 
And the boast of a ta", wheresoever he sails. 

Is the heart that can feel for another. 

When often suspended 'twixt water and sky, 
And death yawii'd on all sides around us, 
Jack Steadfast and I scom'd to murmur or sigh, 
Jfbr danger could never confound us. 
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Smooth seas and rough billows to us were the same,- 
Convinced we must brave one and toother ; 

And like joUj sailors in life's chequer'd game, 
Give the heart that can feel for another. 

Thus smiling at peril at sea or on shore, 

We boxed the old compass right cheerly ; 
Toss'd the can, boys, about — and a word or two more. 

Yes, drank to the girls we loved dearly; 
For sailors, pray mind me, though strange kind of fish. 

Love the girls just as dear as their mother ; 
And, what's more, they love, what I hope you all wish, 

'Tis the heart that can feel for another. 



THE LOVEE'S PROMISE. 

[T. DlBDIJT.] 

The sun its bright rays may withhold, lova, 

Unreflected the moonbeams may be, 
But ne'er, till this bosom is cold, love, 

Shall its pulse throb for any but thee 
For thou art the joy of my heart, love, 

Thy beauty all beauties outvie ; 
And ere with thine image I'll part, love, 

Thy lover, thy husband, would die. 

The spring's lovely verdure may turn, lovc^ 
To autumn's sad colourless hue ; 

The winter like summer may bum, love, 
Ere ray ardour it lessons for you : 

For thou art the joy, &c. 



THE KISS. 

[Btbok.] 

The kiss, dear maid, thy lips have leflt. 
Shall never part from mine, 

Till happier hours restore thp gift 
Untainted back to thine. 



242 THE BOOK OF 

The parting glance that fondly gleami^ 

An equal love may see, 
The tear that from the eyelid streanui 

Can weep no change in me. 

The Idas, &o 

I ask no pledge to make me hlest^ 

In gazug when alone ; 
Nor one memorial for a breast, 

Whose thoughts are all thine own* 
By day or nignt, in weal or woe, 

That heart no longer free, 
Must hear the love it cannot show, 

And silent ache for thee. 

The kiss, &o. 



JUST LIKE LOVE. 

Lord Stbjlvgvosd.] [Muiie by Johv Datt. 

Just like love is yonder rose, 
Heavenly fragrance round it throws. 
Yet tears its dewy leaves disclose, 
And in the midst of briers it blows. 

Just like love* 

Cull'd, to bloom upon the breast, 
Since rough thorns the stem invest; 
They must be gather'd with the rest. 
And with it must the heart be press d, 

Just like love. 

And when rude hands the twin-buds sever. 
They die — and they shall blossom never. 
Yet the thorns be sharp as ever. 
Yet the thorns be sharp as ever, 

Just like love* 



AS rr FELL UPOX A BAY. 

SBAK8PBAB1.] [IfMMe by Sir H. BuHOP. 

As it fell upon a daj, 
In the merry montli of Maj, 
Sitting in a pleasant sliadc^ 
With a grove of myrtles made ; 
Beasts £d leap and birds did sing. 
Trees did grow and fdaata did .springy 
Everything did baaisk moan^ 
Save the ni^^htingale alone ; 
She, poor bird, as aU forlorn. 
Leaned her breast against a thorn ; 
*' Fy, fy, fy," now woidd she cry, 
" Teren, tereu, tereu," by-and-by, by-and-by. 
That to hear her thos complain,. 
Scarce conld I from tears refrain, 
For her griefs so lovely shown 
Made me think upon my own. 

BjrST, WASBIOE, BEST. 

Dncovi).] [Iftffu; by Mxchabl Kbllt. 

He comes from wars, from the red field of fight ; 
He comes through the storm, and the darkness of night ; 
For rest and for refuge now fain to implorey 
The warrior bends low at the cottager s door. 
Pale, pale is his cheek ; there's a gash on his brow ; 
His locks o*er his shoulders distractedly flow, 
And the fire of his heart shoots by fits from his eye, 
like a languishing lamp, that just flashes to £e. 
Best, warrior, rest! 

Sunk in silence and sleep on the cottager's bed. 
Oblivion shall visit the war- weary head ; 
Perchance he may dream, but the vision shall tell 
Of his lady-love's bower, and her latest farewell ! 
Illusion and love chase the battle's alaeraa; 
He shall di*eam that his misti^ss lies lock'd in his arms ; 
He shall feel on his lip the sweet warmth of her Idss, 
^ay, warrior, wake not, 8uch slumbsr is bliss I 
llest, warrior, rest, \ 
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MY LOVE'S LIKE THE BED BED BOS] 

[BUBVS.] 

Oh, my love's like the red red rose 
That's newly sprung in June ; 

Mylove is like the melody 
That's sweetly play'din tune. 

As fair art thou, my honnie lass, 

So deep in love am I : 
And I will love thee still, my dear, 

Though a' the seas gang dry. 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi' the sun ; 

I will love thee still, my dear, 
While the sands of hfe shall run. 

But, fare thee weel, my only love. 

And fare thee weel awhi^ : 
And I will come again, my dear, 

Though 'twere ten thousand xnile. 



TO MAEY IN HEAVEN. 

[Bmars.] 

Thou lingering star, with lessening ray. 

That lovest to greet the early mom, 
Again thou usherest in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast? 

That sacred hour can I forget? — 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove. 
Where by the winding Ayr we met 

To Jive one day of parting love ? 
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Eternitj will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past,-— 
Thy image at our last embrace ; — 

Ah I little thought we 'twas our last t 

Ayr, gurgling, kiss'd his pebbled shore, 

O'erhung with wild woods, thickening green ; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn hoar, 

Twined amorous round the raptured scene. 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on every spray, 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaim'd the speed of winged day. 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes, 

And fondly broods with miser care ; 
Time but the impression stronger makes, 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed shade. 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
Seest thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his breast? 



WILT THOU BE MY DE AEIE P 

Bmurs.] IScotvh Air, 

Wilt thou be my dearie ? 
When sorrow wrings thy gentle heart, 

Wilt thou let me cheer thee ? 
By the treasure of my soul. 

That's the love I bear thee ! 
I swear and vow that only thou 

Shall ever be my dearie. 
Only thou, I swear and vow, 

Shall ever be my dearie. 

Lassie, say thou lo'es me ; 
Or if thou wilt na be my ain, 

Sa na thou'lt refuse me : 
If it winna, canna be. 
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ThoQ for iLine may cbooee me^ 
Let me, lassie, quicklv die, 

Trusting that thou lo'es me. 
Lassie, let me quickly die, 

Trusting tliat thou lo*es me. 



SHE WALKS m BEAUTY. 

[Brjmr.] 

She walks in beauty like the night 
Of cloudless clhnes and starry skies ; 

And all that*s best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes ; 

Thus mellow'd to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade the more, one ray the less 
Had half impaired the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven tress, 
Or softly lightens o'er her face : 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express 
How pure — ^how dear the dwelling-place. 

And on that cheek and o*er that brow 

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 
The smiles that win, the tints that glow, 

But tell of days in goodness spen^ 
A mind at peace with all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent. 



SOLDIER, WAKE— THE DAY IS PEEPINa. 

[Sir WiLLTSB Score] 

Soldier, wake — the day is peeping. 
Honour ne'er was won in sleeping; 
Kever when the sunbeams stiU, 
Lay unreflected on the hill ; 
'Tifl when they are glinted back 
JFrom axe and armour, spear asid ^aAk^ 
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That tbey promise future story ; 
Many a page of deathless glor j, 
Shields tliat are the foeman's terror, 
Eyer are the morning's mirror. 

Arm and cnp— the morning heam 
Hath caird the rustic to his team, 
Hath caird the falc'ner to the lake, 
Hath caird the huntsman to the brake ; 
The eaily student ponders o'er 
His dusty tomes of ancient lore. 
Soldier, wake — thy harvest, fame, 
Thy study, conquest — war thy game ; 
Shield that should be a foeman's terror, 
Still should gleam the morning's mirror. 

Poor hire repa^^s the rustic's pain. 
More paltry 8till the sportsman's gun ; 
Vainest of all the student's theme, 
Ends in some metaphysic dream ; 
Yet each is up, and each has toil'd, 
Since first the peep of dawn has smiled, 
And each is eagerer in his aim 
Than he who barters life for fame : 
Up, up, and arm thee, son of terror. 
Be thy bright shield the morning's mirror. 



OLD WINTER COMES ON WITH A 

FROWN. 

[BLOoionsuD.] 

Dear boy, throw that icicle down. 

And sweep this deep snow from the door ; 
Old Winter comes on with a frown, 

A terrible frown for the poor. 
In a season so ru^e and forlorn, 

How can age, how can infancy, bear 
The silent neglect and the scorn 

Of those who have plenty to «^^t^\ 
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Fresh broach'd is my cask of old ale, 

Well timed now the frost has set in 
Here's Job come to tell us a tale, 

We'll make him at home to a pin ; 
While my wife and 1 bask o'er the fire, 

The roll of the seasons will prove 
Thp.t time may diminish desire. 

But cannot extinguish true love. 

Oh ! the pleasures of neighbourly chat> 

If you can but keep scandal away ; 
To learn what the world has been at, 

And what the great orators say ; 
Though the wind through the crevices sing", 

And hail down our chimney rebound, 
I'm happier than many a king, 

While the bellows blows bass to the sound, 

Abimdance was never my lot, 

But, out of the trifle that's given, 
That no curse may alight on my cot, 

I'll distribute the bounty of heaven ; 
The fool and the slave gather wealth, 

But, if I add nought to my store. 
Yet, while I have conscience in health, 

I've a mine that will never grow poor. 



ALLEN-A-DALE. 

Sir W. Scott.] IMtuie by MAzznrGSi. 

Allcn-a-Dale has no faggot for burning, 
AUen-a-Dale has no furrow for turning, 
Allen-a-Dale has no fleece for the spinning. 
Yet A Uen-a-Dale has red gold for the winning. 
Come, read me my riddle ! come, hearken my tale. 
And tell me the craft of bold AUen-a-Dale. 

TTie Baron o{ Bavensworth prances in pride. 
And he ridwa his domaine Txpou AxVmd&le side 
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I mere for his net, and tho land for his game, 
t chase for the wild, and the park for the tame ; 
the fiish of the lake and the deer of the vale 
less free to Lord Dacre than AlIen-a-Dale. 

3n-a-Dale was neVr helted a knight, 

iQgh his spear he as sharp, and his hiade he as 

bright ; 
m-a-Due is no baron or lord, 
twenty bold yeomen will draw at his word ; 
1 the best of onr nobles his bonnet will TAilf 

at Rere^;ro8s or Staamore meets AMen-a-Dale. 

3n-arDaIe to his wooing is come ; 
> mother she ask'd of ms house and his home ; 
)ugh the castle of Richmond stands fair on the hill, 
hall, auoth bold Allen, stands ^allanter still : 

1 the blue vaulted heaven, with its crescent so pale, 
1 with all its bright spangles, said AUen^a-Dale. 

I father was steel and the mother was stone, 
iy lifted the latch, and the j bade him begone : 
loud on the morrow their wail and their cry I 
had laughed on the lass with his bonny black eye. 
1 she fled to the forest to hear a love tale, 
1 the youth it was told by was AUen-a-Dalo. 

THE SAILOE'S LULLABY. 

[Cobb.] 

Peaceful sInmVring on the ocean, 

Seamen fear no danger nigh. 
The winds and waves, in gentle motion, 
Soothe them with their lullaby — 
Lullaby, lullaby, lullaby, 
Soothea them with tl^nr kilMy. 

i» the wind tempestuous blowing', 

Still no danger they descry; 
The guileless- heart, its b»on bestowin^^ 

Soothes them with its lullaby — 

liuUalnr. &gl> 



250 THE BOOK OV 

THE LOVER'S MISTAKE. 

. [T. H. Batlt.] 

A fond yonth serenaded his loye, 

Who, sleeping, — " Love never shoold sleep!** 
Her father was peeping above, — 

" O, fathers, you never should peep ;**— 
To his daughter's balcony he brought 

Her monkey, in muslins array*d ; 
The youth was overjoyed, for he thought 

'Twas the form of his beautiful maid. 

He gazed on the figure in white, ^ 

Whose nods gave new life to his hopes ; 
His heart throbb'd with hope and delight 

As he threw up the ladder of ropes ; 
His charmer hopped down it, and then 

The happy delusion was o'er I 
Girls often meet monkev-like men, 

But man never wooea monkey before. 

From the window, enjoying the joke, 

Her father fear'd danger no more ; 
And she, by the bustle awoke, 

Soon made her escape at the door ! 
** Come, come to your Rosa," she said, 

" Unless you prefer my baboon ; 
And, pray, let your next serenade 

Take place at the full of the moon l** 



HEE SMILE I SHALL NEVEE FOEGET. 

JxssB Hauxovs.] ZAir, ** Jessie of Ihunbl&ne.** 

Farewell, my dear Mary, the beam of thy beauty 

No longer shall brighten the path I pursue, 
^or loud on the blast rolls the mandate of duty, 
And glory hid pleasure aud'^t^ «A\ftu\ 
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at though, lovelj maid, it seems madness to lose 

thee, 
Yet ahsence shall soften the sigh of regret, 
br memonr pledges, when fondly it wooes thee, 
Thy smile, thy sweet smile, I shall never forgot. 

arewell, my first love, hut the tear that's now falling 

Preserve as a relic, a relic from me, 
nd each lonely hour my affection recalling. 

That heart-drop of sorrow thy lover shall be ; 
jid when thou nast brought my lost image before 
thee, 

Let memory soften the sigh of regret, 
'or the tear shall declare I must ever adore thee, 

And thy smile, thy sweet smile, I shall never forget. 

'arewell, then, for ever, the night-star that listens, 

My TOWS may record in the temples above, 
.nd the last parting tear, in the moonbeam that 
glistens. 

Shall stamp as a seal, the sweet bond of mv love ; 
or I swear, till the night of the tomb overtake me, 

And the sun of my ufe shall for ever be' set, 
[y fondness for Mary shall never forsake me, 

And her smile, her sweet smile, I shall never forgets 



THE FISHEEMAN'S SONG. 

[JoKAWA Baxllh.] 

No fish stir in our evening net,^ 

And the sky is dark, and the night is wet. 

And we must ply the lusty oar. 

For the tide is ebbing from the shore ; 

And sad are they whose faggots bum 

So kindly stored for our return. 

Our boat is small, and the tempest raves, 
And nought is heard bat the lashing waves^ 
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And ibe sullen roar of the angry jBea^ 
And ihe wild winds piping drearily ; 
Tet sea and tempest rise in vain ; 
We'U bless our mazing hearths again. 

Push bravely, mates ! our gmdhig star 
Now from its tow'rlet streameth far ; 
And now, along the nearing strand, 
See swiftly moves yon flaming brand ^ 
Before the midnight watch is past 
We'll q^uaff our bowl, and mock the blast. 



LOYE'S WEALTH. 

[A1.AB10 A. Wars.] 

"Well, what if Fortune frown, love, 

Heed not her fickle ray,^ 
There are joys our hopes will crown, loTOf 

That cannot thus decay ! 
Talk not of gems and gold, love ; 

What are gold and gems to me, 
'Wbilfit my shrining arms enfold,^ ^y^f^ 

A prize — a prize like thee ! 

The wealth for which I pant, Iot^ 

Is a heart, a- fbvra 1^ thiae ; 
The only gems I want, love. 

May soon, may soon be mine I 
The diamonds of thine eyes, love, 

An brilliants else eclipse, 
And no other gems I pnze, love, 

Save the rabies of thy lips. 

Then,. I prithee, no delay, love,. 

Lest Hope fall nek the while ; 
liCt's tie the knot to-day, love, 

Nor wait for Fortuae'^s smile. 
The heavens are blue and bright,, lenm^ 

Our heartfi and hopes are gay ; 
Then a fig £or Fortune's spite, love^ 
We'n tie the knot tcyday. 



EN ADAM DELTED AISTD EVE SPAN, 
EO WAS THEN THE GENTLEMAN P 

[R. SOUTKST.] 

When Adam delved and Eve span, 
Who was then the gentleman? 

Wretched ia the infant's lot 
SoiD within the straw-roof d cot I 
Be he generous, wise, or hrave^ 
He must only he a riave. 
Long, lon|^ labour, little rest^ 
8tUl to toil to be oppressed ; 
Drained by taxes of his storo, 
PmuBh'd next fisr being poor; 
This is the poor wreteh's lot 
Bom within the straw-roof *d cot. 

While the peasant works — to sleep ; 
What the peasant sows — to reap ; 
On the conch of ease to lie, 
Bioting in revelry ; 
Be he villain, be he fool. 
Still to hold despotic rule, 
Tramjpling on his slaves with scorn ; 
This IS to DO nobly bom. 

When Adam delved and £ve span, 
Who was then the gentleman? 



TOM TACKLE. 

[DiBsnr.] 

Tackle was noble — was trae to his word,-— 
srit bought titles, Tom might be a lord ; 
gaily his bark through life s ocean would, sull 
h fumish'd the rigging, and" honour the gale. 
Com had a failing, if ever man had, 
, good as he waa^ made him all that waa bad^—- 
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He was paltry, and pitiful, scurvy, and mean, 
And the snivelingest scoundrel that ever was seen, 
For so said the girls, and the landlord's long score,— 
Would you know what his fault was? — lorn Tackle 
was poor. 

Twas once on ^ time, when they took a galleon, 
And the crew touch'd the agent for cash to some tune, 
Tom a trip took to jail, an old messmate to free, 
And four thankful prattlers soon sat on his knee : 
Then Tom was an angel, downright from heaven sent. 
While they'd hands, he his goodness should never 

repent. 
Betum'd from next voyage, he bemoan'd his sad case 
To find his dear friend shut the door in his face ! 
" Why, d'ye wonder?" cned one, " you'i-e served right, 

to be sure, — 
"Once Tom Tackle was rich — ^now Tom Tackle is poor." 

I ben't, you see, versed in high maxims and sich. 
But don t this same honour concern poor and rich ? 
If it don't come from good hearts, I can't see where 

from. 
And if ever tar had a good heart, it was Tom; 
Yet, somehow or 'nother, Tom never did right; 
None knew better the time when to spare or to fight ; 
He, by finding a leak once, preserved crew and ship, 
Saved the commodore's life — ^then he made snch rare 

flip; 
And yet, for all this, no one Tom could endure, 
I fancy, as how, 'twas because he was poor. 

At last, an old shipmate, that Tom might hail land. 
Who saw that his heart sail'd too fast for his hand, 
In the riding of comfort a mooring to find, 
Beef 'd the sails of Tom's fortune, that shook in the 
wind; 
He gave him enough throngh life's ocean to steer, 
Be the breeze what it mignt, ^teoAy, \.\i\i<&^Qx Ti*;^ 'OtAAr ; 
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fiiB pittance is daily, and yet Tom imparts 

What he can to his friends; and may all honest hearts, 

Like Tom Tackle, have what keeps the wolf from the 

door, 
Just enongh to be generoos — too much to be poor. 



LOVE'S HOLIDAY. 

[B. BliOOHnBLD.] 

Thy favourite bird is soaring still, 
My Lucy, haste thee o'er the dale ; 

Tlie stream's set loose, and from the mil) 
All silent comes the balmy gale ; 

Yet so lightly on its way, 

Seems to wlnsper holiday. 

The pathway-flowers, that bending meet, 
And give the meads their yellow hue ; 

The may-bush, and the meadows sweet, 
Reserve their fragrance all for you : 

Why, then, Lucy, whv delay ? 

Let us share love's holiday. 

Since, then, thy smiles, my charming maid, 
Are with unfeigned raptures seen ; 

To beauty be the homage paid, — 
Come, claim the triumph of the green. 

Here's my hand, come, come away, 

Share, oh ! share love's holiday. 

A promise, too, my Lucy made. 

And shall my heart its claim resign ? 

That ere May flowers again should fade. 
Her heart and hand sliould both be mino. 

Hark ye, Lucy, this is May, 

Love shall crown the holiday. 
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THE ENTEBED APPEENTICE. 

[Brother Matthxw Bibkhx4J>.] 

CJoDM let' 08 prepftrv, 

We brothers that are 
Assembled on merry occasion ; 

Let^ft driak^ hnigb, and mag: 

Our wine lutff a spriag^: 
Here's a health to an aceepted Ma80& f 

The wotM is in pain 

Our secrets to gain, 
And still let them wonder and gaze on ; 

Till they're shown the l^ht^ 

TheyH ne'er know the nghl; 
Word or sign of an accepted Maioxu 

'Tis this^ and 't» that, 

They caoaet tdl what, 
Why so many great men of the nstloa 

Should aprons put on, 

To make themselves one 
With a free and an accepted Mason. 

Great kings, dukes, and brds 
Have laid by their swords, 

Our myst'rv to put a good grace on ; 
And ne'er been ashamed 
To hear themselves named 

With a free and an accepted Mason* 

Antiquity's pride 
We have on our side, 
And it roaketh men I'ust in their static 
There's nought but wEafis goo 
To be underetoo^ 
By a free and an acce^^^'MAassii. 
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We're true and sincere 

And just to the fair ; 
They'll tmst us on any occasion : 

No mortal can more 

The ladies adore 
Than a free and an accepted Mason. 

Then join hand in hand, 

By each brother firm stand ; 
Let's be merry, and put a bright face on : 

What mortal can boast 

So noble a toast 
As a free and an accepted Mason. 



MASONIC ANTHEM. 

[Bro. J. E. Cabpbvtxb, P.M.] 

God save our gracious Queen ! 
Long live our noble Queen ! 

God save the Queen I 
May peace and plenty reign 
Through all her wide domain ; 
May we her laws sustain. 

God save the Queen ! 

Oh, Lord above, who sees 
Our hidden mysteries, 

On Thee we call. 
So rule our hearts that wo 
May, in freemasonry, 
Faithful and loyal be. 

Oh ! save us all. 

Thou, heav'n's great Architect, 
Our gracious Queen protect. 

Long may she reign ! 
O'er her thine arm extend, 
May she the craft befriend, 
And we her throne defend ! 

God save the Queen I 
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THE FABEWELL. 

pSro. R. BvmvB, P Jf .] 

Adicn ! a heart-wann, fond adien, 

Dear brothers of the mystic tie ! 
Ye favoured, ye enlighten d few, 

Companions of my social joy. 
Though I to foreign lands must hie, 

Pursuing fortune's slidd'ry ba', 
"With meltmg heart and brimful eye, 

I'll mind you still, though far awa*. 

Oft have I met your social band, 

And spent the cheerful, festive night; 
Oft, honoured with supreme command, 

Presided o'er the sons of light ; 
And by that hieroglyphic bright, 

Which none but craftsmen ever saw; 
Strong memory of my heart shall write 

Those happy scenes when far awa\ 

May freedom, harmony, and love 

Unite you in the grand design, 
Beneath th' omniscient Eye above, 

The glorious Architect divine ! 
That you may keep th' unerring line. 

Still rising by the plummet's law, 
Till order bnght completely shine, 

Shall be my prayer when far awa*. 

And you, farewell ! whose merits claim, 
Justly, that highest badge to wear. 

Heaven bless your honour'd, noble name, 
To masonry and Scotia dear ! 

A last request permit me here. 
When yearly ye assembled are. 

One 2*ound, I ask it with a tear, 
To bim) the btad thaVs £ar «v?ai\ 
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BELIEVE ME IF EVEEY STEANGE 
SYMBOL AND SIGN. 

«CBxo. J. E. CiLXPXvns, P JL] 

Believe me if erery strange symbol and sign 

Which we gazed on so fondly to-night 
Gonyey*d not some moral, some lesson divine, 

We wonld banish them all from our sight : 
As they ever have been, may they still be adored, 

Though the world, un-masonic, condemn, 
While to us they sach precepts of virtue afford, 

Or our actions are govern d by them. 

*Tis not the mere form of the compass and square 

That to us does such rapture impart ; 
No ! 'tis the deep'moral inculcated there 

That is stamp d on each Freemason*s heart. 
Oh ! a lodge of Freemasons, where'er it may be, 

Is the dwelling of brotherly love ; — 
There are none who in thought or in action can flee 

From the all-seeing Eye that's above ! 



THEEE TIMES THREE. 

Bro. J. E. C^EICTEB, P.M.] { gj-ff ^J^]^^^ 

Oh ! three times three is a mystery 
That none but a Mason's allowed to see, 
But three times three is a mighty thrall 
That an echo meets in the breast of all ; 
Then fill the cup and I'll give the test 
Of a Mason's craft — ^you know the rest ; 
Here's a health to all Masons wherever they be, 
With a loud huzza 1 and a three times three ! 
Come join with mo, let the toast go free, 
Here's a health to all Masons with three times 
three. 
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Three times three ! i8 there one would shrink 
From a temperate glass to his Queen to drink ? 
May her mind he as pure and her soul as hlcst 
As the tenets enshrined in a Mason *s breast ; 
May the One who rules even queens above, 
Instruct her in virtue, in peace, and love ; 
For a Mason's prayer and his toast shall be 
A health to his Queen with three times three ! 

Come join with me, &c. 

Oh ! three times three shall the token bo 

Of friendship — obedience — iSdelity ; 

For 'tis friendship that brother to brother should 

bear, 
And obedience a Mason show everywhere : 
Fidelity — virtue the purest, the best, 
By Providence planted in everv breast. 
While these are combined, in full glasses with me 
Drink to our Grand Master with three times three ! 

Come join with me, &c. 



THE NEW ENTEEED APPRENTICE'S 

SONG. 

[Bro. J. E. Caspbitxbb, P.M.] 

Come let us be gay 

And join in the la^, 
I have one that will smt the occasion, 

While the temperate glass 

Is permitted to pass 
In this lodge of the mystic persuasioii. 

Here's a health to the last 

Who the portal has pass'd. 
Let him find that we love one another, 

For, if worthy our choice, 

Should we not rejoice 
That tQ-da.y we may claim a laftrw \>xQthftr t 



70PI7LAB 80N0S. 261 

To show him our plan 

As far as we can, 
Let each strive to vie with his neighbour, 

And cause him to feel 

The joys we reveal 
When repose has succeeded to labour. 

Perchance he has laugh 'd 

Ere he enter'd the craft 
At the apron, the square, and the gavel ; 

But now he*s found out 

What they all are about, 
At our symbols no longer he'll cavil. 

The world he will view 

In a different hue. 
And ev'ry thing put a bright face on ; 

But he doesn't know yet 

AU the knowledge he'll get 
In the secrets that make a Freemason. 

An apprentice is he. 

But he'll presently see 
If he'll steadfastly work in his station ; 

1 he wherefore and why 

The humble may vie 
With the noble and great of the nation. 

In a Mason's estate, 

To be good's to be great^ 
Abjuring the world and all evil. 

We banish all care, 

For wo meet on the square^ 
And we all of us part on the levels 

In charity's cause 

We Masons ne'er pause, — 
'Tis our maxim to serve one another ; 

So, all who're distress'd 

May, if worthy, be bless'd. 
For wo never desert a true brothat. 
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If those who^re in p«m 

Our secrets to gain, 
Should ask him what good Wt# heen doings 

He may point to onr mkwi, 

Our asylums and schoda, 
And our aged and poor kept from mxn. 

Then join hands again. 

One more link in thebhain 
Is the entered apprentice hefore us ; 

May he long hless the night 

That he first saw the light, 
And long live to join in our chorus. 



OH I BANaXJET NOT IN THIS FESTIYE 

SCENE. 

[Bro. J. E. Cambmstkb, P.li.3 

Oh I hanquet not in this festive scene, 

Where craftsmen meet in bright array, 
Unless, remembering what theyVe been. 

Ye think of those who're far away ; 
For many but know " a feast of tears.'* 

And while the gen'rous wine we pour. 
Our guests and fnends of former years 

May meet like us in lodge no more. 

Then, that the cup the sweeter be, 
Nor thorns beset our festal flowers, 

Forget not heaven-bom charity 
Befits a Mason's lodge like ours. 

The giver and the gift is bless'd 
If what we give he freely given, 

But be who pities the distress'd 
And ffives not^ mocka \lk^ \.im^& q1 Hfia.YenI 
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TEE JUNIOE WABDEITS SONG. 

[Bro. J. £. Casybvtsb. PJH.] 

The JQiiior warden calls 

The Masons from their labour^ 

And each is free 

To join with me, 
And drink unto his neighbour. 

Fill the glass, 

Let it ^ass, 
Beaming with a temperate glow. 

Till the clocks 

And the knocks 
Tell us it is time to go ! 

The sun in heaven's high arch 
Beams somewhere or another, 
For, though 'tis night. 
We know his light 
Sets never on a brother. 

Fill the glass, &c. 

And though wo work by rule. 
All work would be but folly. 
A time for play 
Comes every day, 
And we may now be jolly ! 

Fill the glass, &c. 

We know no civil broils 

To mar our social greetings, 
The mason kicks 
All politics 
Away from all his meetings. 

Fill the glass, &c. 

And ere we part to night, 
No Mason here afraid is 
To drink the toast 
He loves the most, 
So, here's unto the ladies 1 

Fill the %Us»s&A. 
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Slionld any fair one ask 

Our secrets, her we'll bow to, 
A Mason's zeal 
Her lips will seal, 
The best way he knows how to. 

Fill the glass, &o. 

And if she's wiser then, 

This fact her mind will dwell in, 
A Mason proves 
To her he loves 
There is no " kiss and telling^ 

Fill the glass, &o. 

Then here's a health to all 

Who're in this circle seated ; 
May all meet here 
For many a year, 
To hear this song repeated. 

Fill the glass, &c. 



INSTALLATION SONG. 

[Bro. J. E. Cabpsittbb, P.M.] 

Our lodge it is squared. 
And our master is chair'd, 

Let ns hail him once more in his station ; 
Now the banquet is stored. 
And the wine it is pour'd, 

To do honour to his installation. 

An apprentice at first 

In the craft he was nursed, 
And taught in morality's college, 

That tlifi best way to rise, 

Was to, early, V>e wise, 
And that truth was \,\i^ t\^\1 to«A \.qVv 
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As fellow craft, too, 

Soon his wages he drew, 
Bj experience put a good face on ; 

His progress was praised, 

And thus he got raised, 
And turned out a good master Mason. 

Your warden he*s been 

Where he ever was seen, 
At home in the west evenr meeting ; 

The level display *<J, — 

How well he obej'd 
Every sign, every summons and greeting. 

And now the reward 

That past labours afford, 
lie has gained, — and how few gain it faster ! 

IHius all brothers who please. 

May get on — by degre^j 
And in time may become a past master. 

May he long live to gi*ace 

His position and place, 
Doing honour to his exaltation ; 

And we'll ne'er rue the day 

That we vow'd to obey 
And to celebrate his installation. 



THE TEUTHS OF MASONET. 

[Bro. J. E. Caspxittxb, P.M.] 

When^ first I hail'd the sacred craft, 

I knew no cheering ray 
To guide me through life's mazy path 

Or warn me on my way ; 
A pil^m through the realm of gloom 

With careless steps I pass'd, 
And little cared I for my doom, 

Till light was o'er ma ca&t. 
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I stood alone and friendless tKcre, 

And helpless ae a child, 
A wanderer on an alien d^ore, 

Forsakes and reriled. 
A lonely lot I often knew. 

But kNMlier felt I liien, 
Till found I Masons, brothers too, 

And foond those brothers — men t 

The mystic veil was drawn aside, 

And to my view du^ay'd 
The symbols that true Masons gaide. 

That precepts wise perrado. 
And never since that blessed dawn 

Of sacred li^ht to me, 
Did e*er I se^ to slight or scorn 

The tmths of Masonry. 



INDEX. 



PATBIOTIO SONGS. 

TIGS 

Dear old mother England , 69 

ViU a goblet, merry folk 316 

Hail to thee, England !— blAit iala of the ocean 176 

Here's a hesdth to old honest John Bull „. ... 16X 

I leve my little native isle „ ,« 104 

Xand of the loyal and isle of the free 76 

Mj ancestors were Englishmen, and Sngtishman am I ... Ill 

Souse, ye lovers of peace and of order ^ ...163 

The ssalorboasts his stately shqp... ,^ ... ,^ 64 

The peasantry of England ^ ... ... 84 

There's a good time cominff, boys 135 

The merry bells of England, how I k>Te to hear them sound 148 

Where is the Briton's nome ? ,., ... 170 

When Yulcan forged the bolts of Jove » ...184 

When mighty roast beef was the Englishman's food ... m. 164 

NAVAL AND MUJTART. 

A Bfe on the ocean wave ... ... ... 168 

^ow high, blow low, let tempests tear 6 

Cheer, Iwys, cheer ! no more of idle sorrow 141 

' Oome, cheer up, my lads ! 'tis to glory we steer ... 201 

KH up, fill up your mystic fires 109 

Far, far upon the sea ... ... 143 

He comes from wars, from the red fleld of fight 243 

Hofw gallantly, how merrily « ... 41 

JaiA Steadfast and I were both messmates at sea 240 

Loud roar' d the dreadful thunder 13 

list I list to the storm ! see the dark frowning sky 126 

Xaroh to the battle-field 191 

If fish stir in our evening net „ ...251 

On Linden, when the sun vras low 229 

Peaoeful riumb'ring on the ocean • ^ ... 249 

Soldier, wake— the day is peeping ..248 

dtandtoyour guns, my hearts of oak ...163 

See yon beneath yon cloud so dark ... ... ... 12 

The moonbeams cast a holy light ,.« «» ..« v«« ««. ^.x'lS^ 
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The hardy Norseman's house of yore ».. ... 

There was a brave old mariner 

To arms, once more, to arms 1 the cry 

'Twas one mom, when the wind from the northward blew 

Jk6 vUJ Y (s« ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• «•• «•« «•« ••« ••■ 

'Twas post meridian, half-past four 

Tom Tackle was noble— was tme to his word 

When aboyj Harry Bluff left his friends and his home 

IVhen 'tis mght, and the mid- watch is come 

'When Tolcan forged the bolts of Jove 

SONGS OP THE AFFECTIONS. 

Be mine, dear maid ; this faithful heart ... » 

Drink to me only with thine eyes 

Fair is the miller's maid ... ... 

Forgr-. him I oh, how little they ... ... ... 

Fare thee well, and if for ever 

Farewell, my dear Mary, the beam of thy beauty 

Give me the grasp that is warm, kind, ana ready 

Go, in the summer when the morning breaketh 

CK> ! forget me !— why should sorrow 

Good-night, good-night, beloved 1 

Had I a heart for fitdsehood framed 

Heaven hath its crown of stars 

Here we meet too soon to part 

I have waited for thy oomins 

I still love thee, I still love thee 

If I had known thou couldst have died 

I have listen'd to your song 

I have said that I would love thee 

I rise from dreams of thee 

I do not ask to offer thee atimid love like mine 

I think on thee in the night 

m keep thee in remembrance stUl 

I heara thy fate without a tear 

I cannot change as others do 

Just like love 18 yonder rose 

Not for thee— thou false one, never 

O Nanny, wilt thou go with me P.. . ... 

Oh 1 ask not others if I love 

Oh, ye tears ! oh, ye tears ! 

She walks in beauty like the night 

She's sportive as the zephyr ... 

Sweet girl 1 though only once we met 

Should be upbraid, I'll own that he'd prevail 

lister, I have loved thee well , 

Tby fuvourite bird is Bearing Bt\)i ... '... ».. 

S.^hou art lirelier thui the coxxung ... »> 
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netaniUbrightrajsinAj witlkkolcLlovw ,^ .^ «m m* Ml 
Am Idas, dear maid, thy lipa have left ... •« .^ «• m» 841 

Thou Hngering 8tu>, with lessening ray 244 

!niey faftve given thee to another... ... •.• ••• 225 

When we two parted ... «•• ... 68 

mien the summer son is shiniBg .^ «.. .^ •.» ••• ••• ^ 

We have lived and loved together ... ... ... «• 182 

WImu the glowworm gilds the elfin bower ... — -. -. 138 
IWa what if Fortune frown» love .^ ... .«• ... ••• ••• 868 

CONVIVIAL SOKGS. 

ii the peaceful midnight hour ... ^ -. ... .m .m ••• 15 
Ifayht chanticleer procUhna the dawn »« ••« ^ m. ••• 171 

finnk to me only with thine eyea m 40 

Sear Tom, this brown jug tiMttnoiriDama with mild ale ^ 8li 
Kwrah for merry Christmas ... ••• ..« •*. ..« m.- ••• 48 

lamafiriarof oraeragraj ,„ ,.» ..• i... •>• m. 6 

X Ioto. I love the night ... .« .«. ..* ••• .^ 181 

Xinc Death was a rare old ftdAow »», .» 66 

Let aukea keep their racers, my lovd have his stud ». ... 115 

laat to the lay of the Qipsy band »i* .^ - m. 228 

Oh I Time is sweet when roses meet... m. ...216 

Oh I I am the child of the forest wild •«• ... •» 226 

Ifhe Amasses sparkle on the hoaxd ... ••. ... ». ... .^ 79 

The Pope he leads a happT life ... .«» »« 165 

ne wealthy fbol, with gold in store 177 

Tou all knew Tom Motxly, the whipper-in, well ... ... ... 10 

Witlaf, a king of the Saxons 202 

SONGS OF HOME. 

1>e0p in a vale a cottage stood ^, ^, ,^ ^ ...182 

I had knock* d out the dost firom my {k^ f other mi^t ^, 137 

ib own fireside ! Those simple wiurda ... ^ m. ... ».. 37 

1^1 none can tell but those who've roved ... •.. »,. ...163 

^Ae river fiowB through pleasant valea ... ... .^ m» ».. 128 

'Tit a Hbel on woman to say through the oaaement m. ... 143 

Ton'U idways find a welcome here ». ..• «• «., m« ... 130 

BUBAL SUBJECTS. 

And this 18 t&e mill-stream that ten yean ago ..• ». ... 18 

Aa Jeannie came from market ... ... ... •.« ».• .^ -. 21 

Dear boy, throw that icicle down ... m. .»• ... .» «. 247 

I hwe a dear old country face ... •.» «. ... 98 

Our fire on the turf, and our tent 'neath a tree ... »« «.« 39 

i9aa JOB happ^, rosy boy « «. **• ^»»' *« ^^ 

^Bkfsammw is come I we sa»»flc i]k«sn»\ »» ««•> «>v «^^^^ 



146 
134 
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Txam 

The Bftpling oak loet in fhe dell 189 

Under a spreading chestnut-tree 96 

Woodman, spare that tree •.. .• 140 

COMIC JLND SATIEICAL. ^ 

A peacock came, with his plomage gay 20 

As beautifiil Kitty one morning was tripping 89 

A fondyonth serenaded his love 250 

Cried William when just come from sea 142 

"Have YOU heard the strange news just come down, Gaffer 

Grp-tm 9** 140 

In the days of creation, when Jove was allotting 27 

It fell about the Martinmas time 81 

*' Oh 1 if I had a thousand a-year, Oaffer Green*' 

If a secret you'd keep, there is one I could tell 

Martin, the man at arms, stalwart and strong 174 

Och hone 1 and what will I do ? 218 

Oh I why dost thou shiver and shake. Gaffer Grey ? 188 

There's a path by the river 22 

There was a jolly miller once ^ 

The little lane, tne greenwood lane 80 

The bee loves the flower, and the wind loves the sea 88 

There's a ffood time coming, boys 135 

The Pope ne leads a happy life 165 

Will noDodv come to the mistletoe bough? 8 

Where the oreeze with the blossom was playing 82 

Who'll buy_ my roses ?— they're fresh ana they re fair 128 

Ton are going £Eur away • 44 

• 

SCOTCH. 

Argyle is my name... •.. ... • 228 

Allen-a-Dale has no faggot for burning 248 

Hailto the chief who in triumph advances 193 

" Husband, husband, cease your strife" 196 

It fell about the Martinmas time 81 

Is there for honest poverty 173 

My Highland home, where tempests blow 193 

O merry row, O merry row «.. 25 

O Nannie, wilt thou go with me 28 

Of all the spots sae bonnie 211 

"Oh ! where, and oh ! where is your Highland laddie gone ?" 237 

Oh, my love is like the red red rose 244 

She's sportive as the zephyr 168 

^ou irja^ering star, witn lessening ray 244 

TAe red moon ia up o'er the moas-cover'd mountain 128 

"WbMT hae ye been a.* dtkj ?'* 58 

^iJt thou be my dearie? ^. 

JTe DMiks aad braei o' bonnie Doou... »•• ••• ••• *" ,.»m»^ 
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As beautifal Kitty one morning was tripping 

As besuteons as Flora 

I'm sitting on the stile, Mary 

I'll seeC a foor-leaved shamrock 

Kathleen, maTOumeen, the grey dawn is breaking 
Oh ! the moments were sad when my love and I parted 

One day by that lake I was straying 

Och hone! and what willl do P 

So, my Kathleen, you're going to leave me 

There came to the beach a poor exile of Erin 

GLEES, DUETS, A3SI> MADEIGAL8. 

A garden is my lady's face ... ... 

As it fell upon a day 

Blow, warder, blow thy sounding horn 

Dear Fanny, you told me one day 

DameDurden kept five serving girls 

Down in a flow'rv vale, all on a summer morning 

Good night, good night, beloved I 

Glorious Apollo from on high beheld us 

Hail to the chief who in triumph advances ... 

Here's a health to all good lasses 

I know a maiden fair to see 

In the merry old time of our ancestors 

In Roing to my lonely bed 

Just like love IS yonder rose 

Life's a bumper, fill'd by fate 

List, dearest, list, 'tis the niehtingale calling ... 

Lo ! where ^ith flow'ry head 

. Mynheer Yandunck, though he never got drunk 

Hy mistress is as fair as fine 

Oh, ye tears! ob, ye tears! 

Oh, don't you remember the beautiful elade ... 

Oh ! bold Bobin Hood is a forester |;ooa 

O who will ride o'er the Downs so Iree 

O, by rivers, by whose falls 

Fatter, patter I Let it pour 

Slowly and softly music should flow 

Solenmly, mournfully, dealing its dole 

Sigh no more, ladies 

Sleep, gentle lady, the flowers are closing 

The roses last their little day 

The winds whistle cold 

The hardy Norseman's bouse of yore 

There sat one day in quiet 

When Bibo thought fit from the world to telxfe**, 
When the wind blows in the sweet xc»eA.te« ... 
If jbo is 8yivia ? what is abe ? ... 
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MISCELLAITEOUS. 

Adien, my native land, adieu I ..« ••• ••• •«* ••• ••• vm 181 

Amid the city's busy throng .» ».. .„ .... ••• •.» ... 196 

A sons for the fields, for tho merrf green fields ..« ... ... 210 

An ola man and a little child ... ^ ... lOS 

An old num saw a little chUd ... .« m. 981 

Autumn leaves lie strew'd around me here ... ».. ... .m 17 

As Jeannie came from market ... SI 

And this is the mill-stream that tea jean ago ... ,.• «m 18 

Beautiful, beautiful blossoms of sprmg « 8 

Brethren, in this lifo's existence 66 

Bird of the wilderness ... 78 

Bear and forbear, whatsoe'er be your station ... m. m. 79 

Come buy my fruit, ripe autumn fruit ... m. 8 

€k>me and buy each summfcr fiower ». 186 

CSome to the valley — ^the mountun may be m» ITS 

Oome o'er the moonlit sea ... ... .m 806 

Cheer, boys, oheerl no more of idle Boxzow ,.141 

Dear is the blush of early light ... » ... 187 

Deep in a vale a cottaj^e stcMod ... » ... «.. 188 

Dear bov, throw that icicle down .,. ». 847 

Pill a goolet, merry folk ... ... ... ... ... ... ... ...818 

Tarewell to the mountain ... «. IM 

Fast and fair the stars were springing 918 

€Kvc me the grasp that is warm, kmo, and ready 68 

*xo, loveiy rose I .•■ ... .•• .•• ... ... ... ... ... ... •» 

Go ask the roses why they bloom ... ... 86 

Go, breeze that sweeps the orange grove ••.199 

Great tears roll'd down his rugged cheek , ... ». 167 

Gather ye rosebuds while ye may » ... ... 194 

God sent his singers upon eartli. ... ..* 198 

Hurrah for merry Christmas ..* .<• 46 

Have you heard the strange news? r.. 146 

Heaven hath its crown of stars ... 84 

Happy da^s and happy nights 11 

How merrily this summer mom ... 18 

He knows me not — he knows me not « ...161 

In the days of creation, when Jove was allotting ... ... ... 87 

Ilove a dear old country face „, 86 

I'd be a Gipsy, merry and free m «.« 48 

I had a dream of beauty ... ... ... ... ^t ••* 68 

I heard the trailing garments of the night m .m 66 

I would not forget the dear scenes of my youth ,.• 68 

J lore to follow the honey-bee ^ 76 

Js there a heart that never loved ... ... •«. ... 78 

Zdraamt last night of our earlier Aaya ..% %>. ••% %» «.* 106 

^dlreaznt that I dwelt minaxb\e\iauB %.« •« «•» ••» *"^«ik. 

■^ abot tm arrow iato the KX,,, m. ••• «»• •»* *•• ••»^ v*lS» 
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In the depibs of the desert, when lonely and drear 
In the down-hill of life, when I find I'm declining 

I eumoi change as others do 

I love, I love the night y 

If I had a thousand a-year, OaCTer Green ... 

I had knock'd out the dust from my pipe, t'other night 

Just like love is yonder rose 

Life is like a summer morning 

Life is not all a desert waste 

Light of heart am I 

Let sages rave with visage grave 

Let Fame sound the trumpet 

Laughing in the sunshine 

List to the lay of the Oipsy band 

"^l^ own £breside ! Those simple words 

Music hath a magic ■ 

My bright Savoy, my bright Savoy 

Merrily rolls the miJl-stream on... 

Meet me to-night in the path which lies 

Never despairT— let the feeble in spirit 

If o fish star in our evening net 

Our fire on the turf, and our tent 'neath a tree 

O'er the mountain, through the valley 

One day when to Jove the black list was presented 

Oh 1 say not the world is lonely 

O County Guy, the hour is nigh 

Oh ! why was I thus left compassionless, dreary 

Oh, never heed, my mother dear ! 

Of all the girls that are so smart 

O, leave the gay and festive scenes 

Oyer the sunny hills I stray 

•* O Marian the merry, who gave you that fairing 

Old Tubal Cain was a man of might 

Oh ! do you remember the old soldier's daughter 
Oh 1 would you be happy, to others be kind ... 

Oh 1 trifle not vrith woman's heart 

Oh 1 it must be a fearful thing 

One winter morn in careless mood 

Oh ! never despair, for our hopes oftentime ... 

Obi come and DC my love 

Oh I Time is sweet when roses meet 

Oh I she was good as she was fair 

Oh ! I am the child of the forest wild 

Oh ! none can tell but those who've roved ... 

On Linden, when the sun was low 

Oh, ye tears 1 oh, y'etears! 

Phyllifl is my only loy 

Bing out, wild bells, to the vnld sky 

Bocrdin the cradle of the deep 

Should he upbraid... ... ... ... ..« ... .» 
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VI on 

See yoa beneath yon dond so dark ..« •» ... ». •» ... IS 

See yon bappy, rosy boy ... ... 46 

Seek not to know the future ... « ... 40 

Speak! O speak to her in kindness « IS 

Sne's all my fancry painted h^ 99 

Somewhat back trom the yillage street 101 

She's sportiVe as the zephyr ^ ... ... ... 168 

Stars of the summer night 206 

Sing! — sing! — sing! „. ^ 214 

Some poets praise the yiolet's hue 217 

Sleep, gentle slec^ ! aroxmd my pillow ...833 

Smile on, young bride, smile on, smile on »», 73A 

See the course thronged with gazers 172 

She walks in beauty Bke the night 246 

Solenmly, moumf ally, dealing its dole 49 

The merry bells of England, how I love to hear them soimd 148 

The last mint ray hath left the flower ..ii 200 

The roses long liave passed their prime 4 

The rain — rain — rain ... ... 23 

The melodies of many lands 25 

The blossom's on the blackthorn 81 

The bud is on the bough again ... 48 

The rose upon mv balcony 51 

The ice— the ice has a realm of his own 63 

The blind boy's been at play, mother 07 

The heart has many a dwelfing-place 78 

The morning sun shone bright above 84 

The sapling oak lost in the dell , ... 139 

The shades of night were falling fast 106 

The peace of the valley is fled ... ... ^.147 

The past has many memories ... ... 156 

The old house by the lindens 803 

Vbe mountain maid from her bower has hied ,... ». 207 

The mist is on the mountain 113 

The river flows through pleasant vales 128 

The summer is come I the summer is come 1 121 

They are gath'ring summer roses 2 

They say I'm old ; because I'm grey , 69 

Tell me, my heart, why morning prime , ... .« 88 

To the west ! to the west ! to the land of the free 100 

Tell me not in mournful numbers « ... ...112 

" They tell me, dear father, each gem in the sky" 120 

" 'Tis easy to forget the past" 180 

They may talk as they pieaae of their far-spreading waters 213 

'Tis the last rose of summer .'238 

There is a reaper whose name is Death < 118 

Tiiore fras a brave old mariner ». 49 

'Tis a libel on woman to say through the casemMit 143 

^p in the morning, over the mountaui •., •%» ». %.. •« 50 
Vuder the waJnat-tree dance with mQ «•* ••« ••« «.«. «m ^ 
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Under thd Bnow, under the snow , ... ... ... 31 

Under a spreading chestnut-tree 96 

When loTelj woman stoops to folly 60 

What a happy life was nune 71 

Whyohime tne bells so merrily ? lOS 

" What shall I bring thee, maiden, scy?" ll^ 

When at the social board yon sit 117 

We watched her breathing through the night 19& 

Witlaf, a king of the Saxons ^ 202 

•* What will to-morrow bring ?" 221 

We mark it in the fleecy clouds 223 

Why.fairmaid, in every feature 178 

Wooamui, spare that tree 140 

When Adun delved and Eve span 263 

Youmust wake and call me early 91 

Yes 1 it comes at last 1 ^ IQQ 

You speak of sunny skies to me 6 

You au knew Tom Moody, the whipper-in, well 10- 

Yes, 'tis a sp^ hath o'er me cast 15 

You'll always find a welcome here 130- 

MASONIC SONGS. 

Adieu 1 a heart-warm, fond adieu .., ^. ...£68 

Believe me, if every strange symbol and sign 259 

Come, let us prepare 250 

Come, let us be gay, and join in the lay 20O 

God save our gracious Queen 257 

Oh ! banquet not in this festive scene 232 

Our lodge it is squared 26^. 

Oh! three times three is a mystery 259 

The junior warden calls 263 

When first I hail'd the sacred craAi 26& 
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